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Luce Tua
Comment on the Significant News by the Editors

Science and Religion (Continued)
We are tremendously gratified that some of the most
intelligent things said at the recent University of Chicago observance of the centennial of the publication of
Darwin's Origin of Species were said by our colleague
and former managing editor, Dr. Jaroslav Pelikan. For
a hundred years, now, we have been caught in this running battle between scientists whose leYel of theological
sophistication is seldom above that of a con firmand,
and theologians whose understanding of the methods,
aims, and limitations o.f science has been unprejudiced
by any formal contact with the field. Churchmen haYe
attempted to defend the Faith with the most ingenious
rationalistic arguments, while scientists haYe clothed
their conclusions in a mystique which bears many of
the marks o( a new religion.
Dr. Pelikan made bold to say that both sides of the
dispute have failed to come to terms with the nature
and purpose of the Holy Scriptures. His point was that
.., the Scriptures are the record and testimony of God's
covenant with man, and that to be properly understood
they must be read in the light of the covenant relation
between God and His people. In saying this, he was
only echoing what Saint Paul had said almost two
thousand ytars before, that "the natural man does not
understand the things of the Spirit of God, and can not
understand them because they are spiritually discerned."
It is a tragedy that so many, in their zeal for the
Scriptures, have undertaken to defend a literal reading
of Genesis I and 2 on thoroughly rationalistic grounds.
We have had wistful attempts to stretch the Hebrew
word for "day" into "eon" or "era." We have had whole
volumes of speculation on how the Flood could have
deposited the enormous strata of sedimentary rocks
and the fossils contained in them. \Ve have had hopeful suggestions that perhaps the whole of geologic time
could be squeezed in between verses 1 and 2 of Genesis
l. We have even had the blasphemous suggestion that
the Holy and Eternal One deliberately created the
JANUARY
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world to give an impression of long and sequential
development so as to fool geologists and such-like wise
guys.
This kind of rationalistic claptrap is an offense both
to faith and to reason. What kind of a picture of God
do we giYe the world when we present His \Vord to
man as the memoirs of a retired planet-maker? And
what kind of a picture of Christianity do we give to the
world when we present the Christian faith as something
to be belieYe<l about the past when its whole focus is
upon the here and now?
lt may he that the patience of God has run out with
\'\'estern man and that He is ready to give him over to
the darkntss which he has preferred to the light. But
if there still is hope for \'\' estern man, it lies in the
Church's ministry of reconciliation, in the Good News
of God in Christ reconciling the world unto Himself.
It most certainly does not lie in ,·ain and profane babblings about the age of the earth or the method of
creation or the erosive capabilities of the Noachian
Deluge. \\'hether the human race is six thousand years
old or seYeral million years old, the individual standing
in sin under the eyes of God and his own conscience
knows that there is only one ultimately significant question: "Sir, what must I do to be saved?" And the
Church, which alone has the answer to that question,
will ha•.'e quite enough to do betwet:n now and the
consummation if it devotes its full energies to answering
that question.

G overnment by Sophomo res
The old colonialists erred in thinking that the abi lity
to govern was some sort of racial trait carried in the
genes of the Caucasian race. There is considerable
evidence to suggest that post-\Vilsonian ideal ists have
erred just as seriously in thinking that the abi lity to
govern is part of the natural equipment of all men,
by virtue of which every people is entitled to work out
its own destiny and to order its own affairs.

The situation in Cuba is a case in point. During the
fifty-odd years that Cuba has been a self-governing republic, it has shown not the least capacity for selfdiscipline and self-government. Its recent history divides into the periods of the bloodthirsty Machado,
the racketeering Batista, and now the wild and irrational Castro. Between dictators there have been cheap
grafters and thugs and an occasional short-lived idealist
such as de Cespedes and Urrutria.
The argument for non-intervention in the domestic
affairs of even such a mixed-up country as Cuba has
been that no outsider is morally entitled to impose his
own nonns and standards upon another people. And
there is the more cynical argument that the intervener
more commonly moved in to advance his own interests
than to defend those of the people whom he claimed
to be protecting from the cons~uences of their own
folly. But even granting the validity of these arguments, there would seem to be times when the outraged
conscience of humanity might properly demand action
against irresponsible and demonic governments. \Ve
think that just such a situation exists now in Cuba.
The mentality represented by the Castro regime is
that of a sophomore hazing committee: irrational, emotionally unstable, capricious, irresponsible. Castro himself is, quite simply and quite obviously, deranged. A
considerable number of his followers, including some
who hold high positions in his government, are superannuated juvenile delinquents.
If it could be supposed that the situation in Cuba
is sui geneTis, unlikely to develop anywhere else in the
world, there would be cause for concern but not for
alarm. But some of us fear that Cuba is only the first
chapter in a story which will repeat itself, time after
time, and especially in Africa, as peoples unaccustomed
to self-government and untrained in it receive the external trappings of sovereignty.
Self-government, even in the oldest and most mature
nations, is always in essence an experiment. And it is
in the nature of any experiment that it may fail. There
ought to be, we think, some machinery by which the
nations of the world community could move into a situation such as that which has developed in Cuba and
serve as custodians of basic human rights until the
people are ready to have another go at self-discipline
and self-government. This is not a plea for the old
Coolidge policy of sending in the Marines. The intervening force ought to be drawn, as far as possible, from
nations which have no investments or privileges to
protect in the area involved.
In the absence of such concerted actions by the world
community, individual nations will find in troubled

situations an opportunity to further their own aims and
objectives at the risk of the general peace. There is
strong suggestive evidence that something of this sort
is happening in Cuba now. For this, if for no other
reason, the Cuban situation can not be allm,·ed to
deteriorate further.

Wanted: Faith Without Works
It should be apparent now that, whoever may be attempting to sneak a Roman Catholic into the White
House, it is not the American Roman Catholic hierarchy. Just at a time when Senator John F. Kennedy
had practically succeeded in convincing his fellowcountrymtn that Roman Catholics paid no more attention to the teachings of their Church than Protestants do, the bishops and archbishops of the Roman
Catholic Church in the United States dropped their
bombshell about birth control and the chase was on
a gam.
Which brings us to the subject of our candidacy.
Flattered as we are by the suggestion that we should
abandon our dark-horse role and become an avowed
candidate for the presidency, we fear the consequences
of such a move. The denomination to which we belong
now stands on record as believing that the universe
was created in 144 hours. As President, we would either
have to disavow this position of our Church, or we
would have to abolish the United States Geological
Survey. Our denomination also claims exemption from
military service for its called male school teachers, a
position with which we agree hut which might embarrass us if the Congress were to attempt to repeal that
exemption. \Ve have the further problem of not being permitted to participate in public occasions of a
religiously unionistic nature. This might present some
problems when it comes to lighting the annual Christmas tree or laying a wreath at Arlington on Veterans'
Day.
vVhat we are getting at is simply this: that, in effect,
those who object to a Roman Catholic candidate on the
grounds that his faith might influence his decisions
and policies as President are objecting to any candidate
who might be suspected of believing in a continuum
betwetn faith and works. \.Ye want a President who is
religious but whose religion gives him no directives
for the conduct of his office. It must be said that,
through most of our history, we have been eminently
successful in finding such men, and certainly it will
not be difficult to find such a man this year. But why
insult Protestants by suggesting that only a Roman
Catholic would be unable to divorce his faith from
his works?
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AD LIB.
Confessions of a Former Teen-Ager
B y

A L F R E D

So far as I know, I am the only person appearing in
print who hasn't written, with a voice of authority,
an article on understanding the teen-ager. The teen·
ager has been a gold mine for authors, who write as
if they alone had just discovered and finally understood
this younger set. To the best of my knowledge, teen·
agers are nothing new and have been with us for some
• time.

.1

The reason for so many authoritative reports and bits
of advice on this age group is that, so far, no final
authority has turned up. From the age of one day to
the age of twelve, Dr. Spock is the final word. But in
the teen-age field, only Margaret Mead has been active
over a period of years. Dr. Mead has not satisfied most
mothers, however, because she is usually running around
the world studying teen-agers in such places as Samoa,
where clothes are no problem, and mothers have found
it difficult to see the relation between the puberty and
initiation rites of some lost tribe and the striving for
adult status o.f the American teen-ager.
Parents become avid readers of all articles dealing
with understanding the high school set because suddenly there is no Dr. Spock, and because the rise of
juvenile delinquency has frightened them, as well it
might. Despite the rise in delinquency, those who
go bad are still only a small percentage and should
not be confused with the normal teen-ager, as is so
easy to do. But suddenly parents find they have a
stranger in the house, a son or daughter with strange
habits, and they can no longer figure what makes their
child tick.
These learned articles usually offer advice on how
to understand this child who is between the ages of
thirteen and nineteen. But must parents, or even can
parents, understand a teen-ager? I doubt it. Only
<~.nother teen-ager will come close to really understanding him. And one's own experience from having gone
through the process some years before is little help.
This much parents know: teen-agers are l) highly
conforming individuals, and 2) more than a little goofy
by our standards. But, let me hasten to add, they are
no more conforming and no goofier than we were, in
our own way, when we were their age. The pattern has
changed since those days, but if we are honest we can
find more than a few idiosyncrasies in our behilVior as
jANUARY
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teen-agers that have a parallel in today"s high school
set.
It was teen-age girls who started this costume of
blue jeans, sweat shirt, and saddle shoes. This obviously
was not an attempt to look different, because all girls
wore the same outfit, and, with some minor variations
in appearance because of girth, all of them looked ";like.
Boys, too, watch teen-age fashion trends closely and
they come up with some strange apparel upon occasion.
I can hardly criticize, because at some period of my
high school career wearing spats was the vogue, and
you can be sure I owned and wore a pair. I am sure
my parents could never understand then why I wore
anything so strange as a pair of spats, any more than
I can understand now why I did.
In music it's rock-and-roll. In my day we had a
number of favorites that were melodious, but I'm sure
to my parents they were extremely monotonous. The
feeling of security that comes from "going steady" was
sought by teen-agers in the 30's just as it is by that age
group today. The only diffeTence seems to be that
today "going steady" often becomes more permanent
than it did then.
Some parents, in the hope of understanding their
teen-age children, have attempted to imitate them. This
type of foolishness may also arise from the parent's fear
of being considered a "square" or from the fear of
growing older. This is always a great mistake. In
the first place, an adult can never be more than a
poor imitation of a teen-ager. When trying to dress
or act like one, he only looks and acts absurd. But
more important is the fact that, while teen-age sons
and daughters may try to modernize their parents, they
are happiest when parents remain the solid and square
adults they really are.
If you can't really understand teen-agers and can't
beat them by joining them, what then? About the
only thing you can do is love them; and this, at times,
can be difficult even for the most loving parent. There
should be some consolation to the parents in the realization that their own father and mother once thought
this way about them, and, after all, in a few years the
teen-agers will be adults who turn -:Out to be surprisingly like their parents. So we might as well relax and
enjoy them, fOT teen-agers will always be with us.
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Lightning on the Asian Horizon
BY HELMUT THIELICKE

Director of the Seminar for Systematic Theolog)'
and Social Ethics
The University of Hambu rg
Translated by Marie Hoyer Schroeder
If I am to talk very briefly on this subject, I must try
to close my eyes for a moment to determine what it is
that looms up out of the super-abundance of impressions and achieves a certain symbolic pre-eminence.
Actually there are two things which I remember above
all. In the first place I see children in front of me,
nothing but children. All of Asia seems to be overflowing with children and young people. Old people
apparently make up a vanishing minority. On long
automobile trips in the Philippines my companions
and I once paid special attention to this. In two days
we saw only two old people on the streets. But China
especially seems to be a land of young people. In
Hong Kong we even had to be particularly careful
not to fall over them. They were sitting on the curbstones, in the shop doorways, and many were simply
sleeping right in the middle of the sidewalk. The
awakening of Asia, which we talk so much about, undoubtedly also has its biological aspect.
The other thing which impressed me and which
still haunts my dreams is the sight of the faces of the
State policemen who examined our ship in the Red
Chinese harbors and were constantly slinking through
the passageways. They were young men with the unmistakable countenance of functionaries, stiff as a mask
with impenetrable slit eyes; impersonal robots, they
were unapproachable and said nothing themselves. They
seemed to me like frightful messengers of the Reel world.
Even several very simple people among our crew, who
certainly had no inkling of the Communist doctrine
and spoke merely by instinct, told me that they shuddered whenever they met these figures. The contrast
to the essentially friendly and happy type of Chinese
which we found in Malaya, Singapore and Hong Kong
was a real shock.

A New World A-borning
Both impressions, the biological one of the innumerable children and the politico-human one of the Bolshevik countenance, are symbols of what I call "lightning on the Asian horizon." Both show that out of
nebulous transitional things the contours of a new and
possibly frightening world are beginning to take shape,
and that not only a sharp question, but also - as a
theologian I dare to say it - a call to repentance are
hereby directed to the West. For both impressions,
the bio~ogical and the political, essentially belong to-
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gether. This is how I see the connection between them:
At the sight of so many children and young people
my thoughts naturally turn to that phrase about the
"yellow peril." One can detect something like an
overwhelming vitality. The over-abundance of youth
gives the impression of a monstrous potential of still
dormant energy, especially since the indescribable diligence, the running and hurrying, the pulling and
carrying going on among the Chinese in Hong Kong,
for instance, increase sti ll more the impression of inexhaustible dynamic activity. And yet the feeling of
impending menace n:mains subdued, at least in regard
to the Chinese outside the Reel sphere of influence;
this must certainly come from the friendliness of the
people, the unaggressive unselfishness. But one hardly
dares to carry the thought further. What would happen if this dormant energy of the masses were awakened
and raised out of its twilight existence into the light
of day? What would happen if this potential energy
were changed into kinetic energy, if it were transformed
into political activity under the hand of a dictator?
Could it not be that precisely this ability to endure so
passively would then become an activity of great power,
n amely a compliance with some sort of dynamic and
militant intelligence?

An Open Psychic Field
It comforts me very little when China experts assure
me that the Chinese are not at all inclined to historical
activity. Politically considered, the Chinese is much
more expressly meditative, he gladly avoids decisions
and lets things go their way. To me this seems to be
a completely wrong calculation. Once more, psychological considerations are inadequate. Whoever is as ....
intelligc.nt and as creatively gifted as the Chinese does
not have to be a resolute, purposeful man in order to be
politically effective. He need only fall into the hands
of such a purposeful man in order to become historically
powerful as his organ of action. I could express what
I mea,n and what I feel to be such an oppressive vision
in these words: If the Chinese are by nature, therefore
psychologically, inclined to be passive onlookers, then
they will reOJ.ain on the level of peasants and coolies
as long as they are left to themselves and to their own
lack of personal initiative. But they will become historically mobilized to the highest degree the moment
their laissez faire, their passive indifference, becomes
THE CRESSEY

subject to the will of a superior, ideologically determinative dictator. For then they will be at the disposal of this dictator like an open psychic field on
which he can romp unhindered and which he can
possess unopposed. Has lVIao Tse-tung then done
anything different?
With their own initiative the Chinese as a whole will
certainly not conquer the world. Nor will they have
any desire to. But just as little will they oppose one
who conquers them himself with the proper means.
From a political point of view, they will perhaps always
play the role of mere objects. But when they become
objects of their own boundlessly ambitious dictators,
they could form a compliant material with whose help
these dictaloTS can then conquer the world - especially
if this material keeps increasing with its growing birth
rate and can have the devastating effect of a sort of biological explosion. In obedience to a superior will which
would multiply their biological power a million times,
they could very likely become the lords of our planet.
A reliable European expert in Penang gave me a statistical pn.diction in this connection which makes a
man think: If the population increase in the world
continues in the sa me proportion as before, in the year
2000 four out of five people will be Asians, and half of
these Asians will be Chinese.

China and Russia
Perhaps it is important to expand my own obsen·ations and meditations a bit by what I found out in
conversations with many experts on Russia and China.
In the fringe areas of Red China which I visited first
I spoke not only with politicians, but also with merchants and missionaries who have lived in these lands
for decades and are very well oriented by virtue of
their physica l proximity, their own journeys and above
all their business connections in China. In these conversations one thing stood out more than anything else:
While we at home generally speak in sweeping terms of
the two Red powers as one, things are much more
differentiated when seen dose up. Without exception,
Chinese Communism is considered incomparably more
radical than the Russian , even taking into account the
different stages of development of both countries in
their Communization process. In Russia, eye witnesses
tell me, any opposition to the System is punished with
iron severity, but the authorities are rather tolerant
toward those opponents who hold their tongues and
are at least ready to do their work loyally. In China,
however, they demand active confessions and not only
guide but also control the unconscious, thus taking
a much more radical hold.
Besides this, the contemplative and meditative nature
of the Chinese may already incline them to let ideological demands sink into them more deeplj' and to
make them the object of appropriate exercises. Actually
such pseudo-religious practices, which help in the recogjANUARY
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nition, repentance and correction of ideological heresies
and promote a citizenship feeling, are carried on more
and more. There are cloister-like Communist exercise
halls for this purpose. Again and again I come to the
conclusion that these historical and typological differences in the way in which Russians and Chinese practice Communism could also eventually give rise to different "trends," schools and sects of Communism, increasing the tensions within the Communist block. In
addition, the immense population growth in China
creates a pressure on Russia which is already greater
than the nightmare of "America" and "Western armament" put together, and which has already created a
hissi ng escape valve for itself in the direction of Siberia.

Second Thoughts on America's Policy
Under such an impression, I must ask myself if my
former critical position toward America's China policy
can still stand so simply and with no revision. Up to
now not only I m yself but also many of my friends
with whom I spoke in America could not properly
understand why the Americans seem to overlook the fact
of Red China so stubbornly and keep themselves so detached from it. I thought up to now that by means
of the common and undifferentiated pressure which
America brought to bear on both Russia and China the
two Red giants would only be pushed closer together
and forced into a deeper fellowship It seemed simply
criminal and inn>mprehensible to me that America was
overlooking the old strategic and political rule, "divide
et impera," "divide and conquer." A certain understanding with China, on the other hand, could perh aps chaw out the Communist iceberg and at least
h as ten its disintegration.
I was of the opinion that precisely here psychological
considerations were importa nt. The Americans, one
would think, co uld not get over their misguided Chiang
Kai-shek policy, their partial guilt for the Communization of Asia, and the death of their soldiers in Korea.
But must I not revise this view of things now? I ask
thi s seriously. \Vouldn't it be just as conceivable that
America wants to let both Red dictators cook in the
juice of their own internal tensions, and is simply waiting for the result of this power conflict? But who
knows the answer to this question?

What Was Communism's Appeal?
With almost boring monotony I asked the experts
who still remembered the old China how it could be
possible for the abstract Bolshevik collectivism to penetrate so deeply in such a family-conscious nation,
grinding the natural stone of traditional ties into molecules and then baking it again into the artificial veneer
of the collective.
The conjectures as to how this was possible are
widely divided, especially since a whole complex of
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causes and conditions may be influential. But the most
important factor in it all is certainly that the Chiang
Kai-shek system was so unspeakably corrupt. That is
why the cleanness and incorruptibility of the Red troops
and the new authorities were welcomed at first with
a sigh of relief and given such great trust in advance.
In addition, the lowest classes, such as the class of
coolies, most certainly experienced an easier lot. Today
one no longer sees people collapsing on the street from
hunger or dying forsaken in the gutters. I have talked
with not a few people who have seen these horrors
with their own eyes. They are actually the shame of
the Europeans, who as colonial masters took things
easy and calmly profited from the social misery. These
mistreated and extremely numerous classes clearly have
a better life now. And since they have always been
enslaved and the object of exploitation and terror, the
pressure of the totalitarian system is no new or clearlyfelt burden on them.

How Deep is the Communist Facade?
But much more important than the question of the
cause of this penetration is the problem of how deep it
should be estimated. Is it really a genuine victory
over a tradition thousands of years old, or is it perhaps only an adjustment the passively elastic soul of
the Chinese has made to the new pressure, after whose
removal they will hurry back to their old ways?
This question, of course, cannot be answered by any
expert knowledge. But it is gravely true and worthy
of all pessimistic expectation that the family is clearly
being rooted out with the help of a consistent and
extremely radical strategy. The leading paper of Chinese Communism, the "Red Banner," briefly designates
the family " a miserable prison cell for the worker."
The wife, above all, must be freed from the burden
of housework to join in the production process. To
me it seems quite characteristic that in a genuinely
Marxist way the family ties are broken by beginning
with its tools and implements. Sewing and cooking
are collectivized and done outside the home. In many
areas cooking pans by the thousands are taken away
from the people to force them to use the public community kitchens. Furthermore, the child, the decisive
element in the family, is taken over by the State, separated from his parents and brought up in educational
collectives somewhat like kindergartens and boarding
schools. Moreover, even the production of a new
generation seems to be included in the general struggle
for self-sufficiency, but this time in a backhanded way,
namely, by the State taking a firm hand in the intimate
concern of birth control. Children are rationed, and
the permis.sable number is set at four, at the most, for
each set of parents. If they exceed this quota, in many
cases the parents are separated, one half sent north and
the other south. Finally, the radical removal of private
property must also disintegrate the ties of the family.
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The transitiOn from Socialism to Communism, which
the Chinese, in contrast to the Soviet Union, are already carrying out, not only leads to liquidation of
ownership in the means of production, but also to the
step-by-step liquidation of property owned by companies
and private individuals. A bed, clothing and, if need
be, a clock are the only relics of private property still
remammg. To create these conditions is the essential
goal of the so-called "communes," which are somewhat like the successors of the former kolkhozes.
Can there be anything like possible regeneration in
view of this highly-planned development, carried out
with such unimaginable brutality?
Such a movement back to health would not at all
need to be "reactionary." For it is clear as day th~t
China has been awakened, that its return to itself would
never mean the return to its earlier historical position,
that is, that any possible colonial desires on the part of
white men would be merely powerless covetousness.
But what makes me hesitate to believe in a regeneration
of such purity is that same glance at the rapid increase
of the Chinese people and their relatively short life
expectancy. In only a few decades China ')'Vill be composed of completely new people if Mao Tse-tung succeeds in taking over the younger generation for him self. And in an even shorter time the oppressive majority of young people will toss the relics of the older
generation out the window.

Persona Non Grata
After I had thus learned to know the Chinese and
their problems in the geographical fringes of the motherland, I was Yery eager to meet the Red sphinx face to
face. l\Iy ship clocked in two Reel Chinese harbors;
first in Changchun, close to the city of Tientsin, and
then Shanghai. In the first harbor we stayed three days,
in Shanghai a total of thirteen. But even though very
careful preparations had been made for my getting into
the interior of the country, my hopes were shattered.
In con trast to the passengers on every other German or
non-German ship which was in the harbor, and in contrast also to our own crew, all of whom could leave
ship whenever they wanted, we five passengers were
forbidden to leave our ship. The conjecture which
arose among us that I was the cause of it is not wholly
irrelevant. In any case, there were evidently several
reasons for it. So there we sat, like the old men who
watched the Trojan-Greek battle from the walls of
Troy, whiling away our time on board and from our
goldfish-bowl vantage point trying to comprehend
something of our surroundings, as much as was recognizable. I would never have thought that a person
could get such a panorama from this backwards position.
I already mentioned how strongly the whole atmosphere was determined by the police robots constantly
sneaking around the ship. But I must still tell two
characteristic anecdotes. In one of their rounds through
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the cabins they also inspected our private property something which never happened in any other harbor.
In this way the "Gestapo" man discovered in the
cabin of the second engineer an old map of the world,
on which this brave sailor had marked all his world
tours. Full of anger, the policeman pointed to a place
where the Japanese occupation zone in China was still
marked. The map had to be torn into shreds immediately. And in the middle of the night he slunk into
the cabin again, thereby frightening the sailor out of
his wits, since he had already fallen fast asleep. The
functionary only wanted to make sure the map had
not been secretly put together again and hung up in its
old place. After he had seen the empty place on the
cabin wall and even touched it with his finger, he
disappeared once more. In the same way the large flag
map of the ship, on which the flags of all nations were
pictured, had to .be done away with. The lynx-eyed
official had immediately spotted the flag of Formosa
in a tiny corner of the map.

The Voice of Big Brother
The atmosphere was affected by another circumstance.
All day long and half the night giant loudspeakers distributed throughout the harbor area trumpeted across
the water to us. In the city it was the same way, said
all who went on land. Day in and day out, uninterruptedly we heard the deafening and confused roar of
fomenting speeches alternating with screamingly delivered propaganda slogans. Even before we had this
confirmed by those who knew the language, we knew
that this was the whistle of the propaganda whip.
While the coolies loaded and unloaded ships, "Big
Brother" was always standing behind them. Now and
then came the greatly magnified tones of howling
Chinese music, compared to which an air raid siren
sounds like Mozart's Kleine Nachtmusik. We hardly
believed our ears when in the midst of all this driving,
appealing and urging suddenly we heard the German
folk song "Aennchen von Tharau" floating through
the air, but robbed of all tenderness and reminding
us more of a squabbling market woman than anything
else. Thus the System maintains its acoustical omnipresence.
Our harbor calls were made at the time when Quemoy
was being bombarded daily and the Formosa problem
was coming to a crisis. The uncomfortable feeling that
war could begin at any time and that we might po!>Sibly
be interned here was not diminished a bit by the
thunder of the daily demonstration parades which
reached us clearly from land, even though we Jay in the
middle of the Yangtze quite a distance away. Every
day our men had the same thing to report when they
returned to the ship: gigantic demonstration parades
marched daily through the city, filling the whole width
of the streets. The slogans shouted by a "cantor" were
answered by the masses with a thunderous echo. To
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be sure, most of the participants in these parades were
children. And every day the same scene was played:
three puppets were carried along, one with a top hat,
portraying an American, probably Dulles, and two
others playing the roles of Mao Tse-tung and Chiang
Kai-shek. After a loud dispute in which the Red dictator soundly defeated the two others and then knocked
them out, the enemy puppets were burned amid loud
yelling. That was the daily exercise of hate which
the school children especially had to carry out during
these weeks; this was the means by which the leaders
hoped to reach the unconscious conceptual level of the
young minds.
On the last day came a terrible flood, which crippled
most of the traffic. The mass demonstration by the
women set for that clay, however, was not cancelled.
Our men, who gaily went into town in spite of the
landing difficulties, came back completely stunned.
The women had waded through the floods, sometimes
up to the chest in water, holding high their shoes and
bits of clothing, shouting their slogans as on any other
clay thus fulfilling their demonstration quota - truly
a macabre spectacle.
Every evening from the ship we saw a bright chain
of thousands of lights some distance away. I inquired
about this of several Chinese visitors who came with
no political commission and with whom one could
talk. They replied unanimously that about a hundred
thousand men aad women had gathered together there
to build a gigantic dam. They were office workers,
professors, students, day laborers and functionaries.
They had voluntarily signed up for this work during
their vacations. Without indicating their personal
opinion by look or tone of voice, the visitors answered
my question concerning their remuneration by saying
only that the people received nothing for the work,
even had to bring their own food; but they did it
with enthusiasm and with great success. The obligation
to do physical labor for several weeks during the year
was one of the general duties of all vocations in China,
anyway. Apparently the leaders hope to achieve a
thorough levelling of society in this way and avoid
a new social class system such as has arisen in the Soviet
Union. Even the officers, including generals, must serve
as ordinary soldiers for one month every year.
The ghost of fear hovered over all the Chinese whom
we saw working and with whom we spoke. I tried to
give one coolie or another a cigarette, but they would
never take it unless we were in some particularly hidden spot on the ship. Sometimes I looked down on the
junks, the houseboats, which clung to the great body of
our ship like burrs. There the people seemed to be living in comparative freedom, because the families were
still together and because it was impossible for an
overseer to be on every boat. It was comforting to see
a mother rocking her child and an old grandmother
feeding her little grandson . . They were the touching
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remains of a humanity which, like Philemon and Baucis,
is threatened with destruction by the rulers of the world.

The Choices
The desert is living and the desert is growing. If it
should ever come to such terrors among us - and may
God prevent it! - and if the Red flood should ever engulf us, then we shall long to be embraced by the terrible arms of the Soviet Union rather than to fall into
the horrible clutches of Red China. But it is useless
and also a sign of weakness to indulge in such apocalyptic visions.
I felt that China is a silent question directed to us
in the West: Who are we that we have earned our freedom, and who is the Lord of history that he looks on
so patiently and expectantly while we play fast and
loose with it? What message do we have to oppose the
balled fist of inhumanity? Only that of the accomplishments of our civilization, our steel production and our
standard of living? In a short time these nations will

have all of this too, and China is already producing
automatic telephone installations which have been set
up in Tientsin. What good does perfection do us in
life if we no longer know what we are living for? What
good does freedom do if we have forgotten who has
given it to us? What good does perfection do us in
life if we exist without love and without reason? One
would like to shout the words of the Son of man over
the whole ·w estern hemisphere: "Would that even
today you knew the things that make for peace!" And
the other words: "Even now the axe is laid to the root
of the trees!" vVe can recuperate and develop powers
of resistance only if we learn to live on the ultimate
capital. Only he who has contact with eternity can
endure time. The penultimate, the fuss about the
standard of living, is no longer any help to us. The
sum of our accomplishments leaves us equally powerless.
Perhaps the pent-up energy of China will soon produce bt numbingly higher sums. It all depends on
whether a plus sign of a minus sign stands before the
brackets that encompass our achievements and our lives.

BEHIND THE TWILIGHT-GLASS
Late worker, I look down, wa tch pass
Slow shapes behind the twilight-glass:
The field-game m a tches have been won;
These linger as if musing on
The peace that follows marathon.
Else drumbeat of finale hour
Bade city furl the whip of power:
The props and apparatus roll;
From sawdust circles players stroll
To an unexacting goal.
Calm orders pull of earth be less:
The autos glide - their gentleness
Disturbs not what the workday bought
So dearly, ending now has wroughtContinent of thought.
l\Iore than evening interposes:
All where the glassy twilight closes
Walk without malice, blasphemy A wistful ghost come back, I see
Race of kindlier humanity.
GRACE HIRSCH
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Metropolitan Government and the Conditions
of Urban life
BY RoBERT E. HoRN
There's a better than fifty-fifty chance you live in a
metropolitan community, either in its central city or
in one of the suburban fringes.
Today, you perhaps spent a half hour or more trying
to find a parking place for your car; undoubtedly
you coughed a little bit, or at least felt a dryness in
your throat, and got a piece of soot in your eye as
you walked down the sidewalks of your city; and you
probably grumbled to yourself, when you paid your
real estate or a city sales tax, resolving to vote against
your city councilman in the next election - only you
couldn't quite remember his name.
In this respect, it was a normal day for you. You
encountered only a few of the many inconveniences
and disagreeable features of your urban life. For a
brief moment you fixed the blame for it on your nameless representative in the local government, and forgot
about it.
Recently, however, an increasing number of local,
state, and national government officials, university
professors, community study groups, and foundation
researchers have been taking a long, close look at you
and the 84 million Americans who, according to the
I 950 Census Bureau figures, live in 168 of our largest
metropolitan communities (cities of 50,000 or more
persons and their surrounding suburbs).
And they are finding some astonishing things about
our city-dwelling nation, about its people and their
problems.
They have found that practically the entire growth
of our population is taking place in our metropolitan
centers, that this immense growth has placed an almost
intolerable burden on our existing governments in these
areas, and that at the same time our people have virtually lost contact with their political leaders on the local
level. Whether they attribute the latter to the atrociously long non-partisan ballot, the seriousness of
paramount national and international problems, or to
a loss of community feeling and interest when communities encompass millions of people, most of the
experts have concluded that one of the first problems
to be attacked is the reorganization of our governmental
institutions to handle area-wide problems with areawide government.

Population Movements and
Government Services
Americans are congregating in ever larger numbers
into metropolitan centers. In the last decade nearly
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four-fifths of the entire population growth of the country took place in the larger urban areas. Nearly threefifths of this total is represented by population growth
in the suburbs, which are fanning out around every
large city in the nation. One out of every four Americans now lives in the 14 largest metropolitan areas
(those with over one million population).
The trends toward larger populations in both central
city and in the suburbs have not only modified many
of our traditional patterns of life, but also have placed
a tremendous burden upon our governmental units in
these metropolitan areas.
The new suburbanites want adequate fire and police
protection, immediate provision for water supply, sewage disposal, garbage collection, adequate schools for
their children, a broad new expressway into the heart
of the central city, plenty of cheap, easily-found parking
space downtown, farsighted planning and zoning to
protect their property values, and many other governmental services to which they have become accustomed.
The people who live in the central city are concerned
about many of the same problems, particularly where
facilities are wearing out or becoming over-burdened
by the booming population. In addition they are worried about slum clearance, urban redevelopment, protection from increasing air pollution, better rapid mass
transit facilities, and better recreational facilities. And
they complain that they have to pay for municipal facilities which are used as much by suburbanites as by the
people who live downtown.

Bits and Pieces Government
Why don't our responsible elected officials get busy
and solve these problems?
There is certainly no lack of governmental officials
and governmental activity in the metropolitan areas.
In fact, this is perhaps the most astounding aspect of
metropolitan activity. A tabulation in 1954 showed
that the 168 metropolitan areas have spawned a total
of 16,210 governmental units: cities, counties, special
districts, semi-autonomous boards, commissions, and
authorities. The average per metropolitan area 1s
slightly more than 96 governments.
Our counties for the most part have continued to
serve as administrative units of the state providing only
judicial machinery and some road construction, and
serving as tax collection units. The central city has
been prevented from expanding by a cluster of municipalities which have nestled up to its boundaries. When
ll

municipal services have been required in the fringe
areas, frequently a single-purpose district has been
formed. Hence, some of our cities are surrounded by
literally hundreds of school districts, fire protection districts, sewage disposal districts, water supply districts,
and many others. If the area borders a body of water,
frequently a port district covering part of the metropolitan area has been formed to administer this transportation facility. Sometimes a park district to provide
recreation facilities has been initiated. When a metropolitan area covers parts of two states another type of
authority by interstate compact has been required.
This picture of a vast, entangled web of governmental
units dividing, rather than unifying, metropolitan areas
is perhaps the greatest stumbling block to the solution
of the problems of metropolitan governmental services.
The resultant confusion has produced what one observer has called a "Balkanization" of the political
processes of our metropolitan areas, which often reminds
us, strangely enough, of international relations.
The region has been arbitrarily divided, splintering
its tax resources. All . of us are aware of the rich and
exclusive suburb, the industrial suburb, the residential
suburb, and even the slum suburb. Generally, there is
no adequate relationship between fiscal capacity and
need for governmental services.
The metropolitan region is frequently under-represented in the state legislature, which has prevented it
from obtaining either state-aid or legislation to deal
with its fiscal and service problems. This has resulted
in the increasing demand for federal help in such areas
as school construction, urban renewal, airport construction, and many other.
Self-interest of suburban politicians has prevented
area-wide planning and often has stymied the construction of metropolitan facilities which would be of benefit
to all in the area.
Experts and local officials have increasingly come to
the conclusion that for many of the problems of metropolitan areas, what is needed is some form of government which will be able to plan, finance, and administer
services for the en tire area.
For example, it is impossible to plan, build, and
maintain roads and control traffic circulation unless
the entire network of roads and expressways is considered as a whole. Air pollution cannot be tackled
by the central city, for the air moves over the entire
region. The central city cannot run a rapid mass
transit system, such as a monorail, out into the suburbs
without their approval, nor finance it without their
support and contribution. Water supply and sewage
disposal facilities are frequently much more economical
and sometimes only constructible for the entire metropolitan drainage area.

A Metropolitan Government
Thus, as one metropolitan expert, Victor Jones, has
put it, metropolitan government is desirable: "(1)
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when coordination of a function over the whole area is
essential to effective services or control of any part of
the area; (2) when it is desired to apply the ability-topay theory of taxation to the area as a whole, instead of
allowing each part to support its own activities at whatever level its own economic base will allow; (3) when
services can be supplied more efficiently through largescale operations; (4) when it is necessary in order to
assure citizens a voice in decisions that affect them at
their place of work and recreation as well as at the
places of residence."
It should be emphasized at the outset of this discussion that there is no "natural" form of metropolitan
government. Geographical location, distribution and
concentration of population, specific governmental
services needed, the structure of state constitution .and
laws, and the present boundaries of local government all
will determine the specific needs, and, hence, the formal
structure of a metropolitan government. lVIoreover, it
is clear that with experience in operating metropolitan
governments, many improvements, if not radical changes, will be necessary.
But we can make a number of generalizations about
the over-all nature of such a metropolitan government.
In the first place, a single political boundary around
the people and territory which, after study, seem to
form the economic and social unit we call a metropo·
litan area is necessary so that the metropolitan government can act for this area as a community.
Secondly, the government should be charged with
all of the services which can best be handled on a metropolitan-wide scale, and should have the power to consider and plan for future metropolitan problems. But
the government should not restrict the exercise of essentially local functions of municipal government, nor
prevent smaller communities from separate provision
of above-standard services. These will vary from area
to area.
Thirdly, the metropolitan government must have
provision for expansion, not only into new problems as
they arise, but also into surrounding territory as it becomes a part of the metropolitan area.
Fourthly, we must ensure that the policy-making
bodies of this government are responsible to the people
of the area at the polls.

Some Suggested Reorganizations
A wide variety of suggested solutions for the reorganization of local government in the metropolitan area has
been offered over the past half-century. One of these
- the establishment of an area-wide agency to exercise
control over one service, such as a port authority or
a metropolitan transit district - has already been mentioned. The difficulty with this type of arrangement
is that while it solves a single pressing problem it does
not provide a comprehensive approach to metropolitan
problems. It merely adds another government to the
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already difficult problem of inter-governmental cooperation.
A second type of metropolitan government is the citycounty consolidation which has been tried, and sometimes found successful, in such American cities as New
York City, Boston, Baton Rouge, New Orleans, and
Philadelphia. In this type of organization, a single
government takes on both the county and municipal
functions.
Another type of metropolitan government which has
been suggested is the transfer of a great many traditionally municipal functions to the county government,
making it responsible for the entire metropolitan region.
But this plan runs into difficulty if the metropolitan
region spills over into more than one county.
One of the newer types suggested, and perhaps the
form most pregnant with possibilities, is the metropolitan council or "federated" type of metropolitan government. Only one such type is in operation in North
America - in the city of Toronto, although in a number c.f American cities variations of the form are being
advocaocd, especially in Miami, St. Louis, and Seattle.
Basically, the federation type suggests that a new level
of government be inserted over the entire metropolitan
region, which is to perform only those functions which
are of a metropolitan character. The cities and counties under it continue to exist and to operate local
functions. The federated form is governed by a
metropolitan council, which is elected by districts within the metropolitan region, or, in the case of the Toronto "metro" is composed of delegates from existing municipal governments in the area. The "metro" would,
thus, act as comprehensive planner for land-use and
population density for the entire region; it would be
responsible for the main arterial highways, act as
"wholesaler" in the provision of water and the disposal
of sewage by building the main trunk lines and treatment facilities (the individual cities continue to "retail," that is, to build the local water mains and sewers).
In addition, the Toronto "metro" is charged with the
responsibility for certain health and welfare services,
housing and redevelopment, metropolitan parks; for financing education, issuing bonds for member municipalities, setting uniform assessment rate to serve as the
basis for taxation for metropolitan and local purposes.
In its Toronto setting, the federation idea has not
only provided the necessary planning instrument for
looking at the metropolitan community as a whole
from the standpoint of its needs and resources, but
has also captured the imagination and interest of the
political electorate, two ingredients of successful democratic government.
Thus far in the United States the variations on the
federation idea have fared less well. In Miami, long
legal battles have prevented the proposal from taking
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effect. In the Seattle area last Spring, voters turned
down a proposal to set up a metropolitan council, which
while it received overwhelming majorities in the central
city of Seattle, failed to achieve the necessary concurring
majority in the suburbs.

Difficulties of Reorganization
The reallocation of governmental functions and the
redrawing of political boundaries doesn't just happen.
It takes place within the context of the political processes at work in the environment of a specific metropolis and its suburbs, with a full complement of conflicting interests and groups, loyalties and parochialities.
To suggest the reorganization of the status quo brings
literally thousands of powerful community leaders into
opposition. Businesses which sell their services · and
goods to existing governments, such as lawyers, engineering consultants, and utility companies, are one
group which often oppose such proposals. The political
office holders, both elected and patronage appointees,
(ear they will lose their jobs. Because movements
toward metropolitan integration are led very often by
young, civic-minded busim.ssmen in the local municipal
league, or the upper-class ladies of the League of
\Vomen Voters, labor is often suspicious. If one political party makes metropolitan integration a matter of
campaign promise, the other is likely to oppose, or at
least lend no help, regardless of the merits of the proposal. Most metropolitan reorganizations require some
action by the state legislature for enabling legislation.
And frequently state legislatures are split into parties
which control the cities opposing parties which control rural areas with the latter often over-represented.
Finally there is the elusive, yet very real, cluster of attitudes of particularism. This attitude attaches great
importance to present political boundaries and is
marked by great pride and loyalty to the present local
group. All of these, added to the desire of suburbs to
maintain stringent zoning Jaws, a distrust of the politicians of the central city, and a fear of higher taxes,
produces a powerful sentiment against metropolitan reorganization.
Difficult as they are to overcome, these forces have
been surmounted and metropolitan reorganization has
taken place. The steps in this process very generally
are: first, some kind of community study by a committee representing the various areas and interests of the
community, or perhaps by a professional consultant
group hired for the purpose; second, the organization
of community and state-wide support to obtain the
needed statutes from the state legislature; third, the
submission of the plan to the electorate of the metropolitan region for their approval; and, finally, the actual
reorganization stage, in which functions are assumed
by the metropolitan government.
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From the Chapel

The Father's Business
Bv THE REv. WALTER 1\tl. ScHOEDEL
Pastor of Emmanuel Lutheran Church
Fort Wayne
Now his parents went to Jerusalem every year at the feast of
the passover. And when he was twelve years old, they went up
to Jerusalem after the custom of the feast. And when they had
fulfilled the days, as they returned, the child Jesus tarried behind
in Jerusalem; and Joseph and his mother knew not of it. But
they, supposing him to have bee·n in the company, went a day's
journey; and they sought him among their kinsfolk and acquaintance. And when they found him not, they turned back again
to Jerusalem, seeking him. And it came to pass, that after three
days they found him i·n the temple, sitting in the midst of the
doctors, both hearing them, and asking them questions. And all
that heard him were astonished at his understanding and answers.
And when they saw him, they were amazed; and his mother
said unto him, Son, why hast thou thus dealt with us? behold,
thy father and I have sought thee sorrowing. And he said unto
them, How is it that ye sought me? wist ye not that I must be
And they understood not the
about my Father's !Asiness?
saying which he spake unto them. And he went down with
them, and came to Nm:.areth, and was subject unto them: but
his mother kept all these sayings in her heart.
And Jesus i·ncreased in wisdom and stature, and in favour with God and man.
Saint Luke 2:41-52

You and I have had many enjoyable experiences during the past few weeks. There was the trip home for
Christmas; there was the participation in many happy
Christmas customs; there was the exchanging of greetings and presEnts. We attended special Christmas
services. We heard once again the message of the angels,
"Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace, good
will toward men." We worshipped the Christ Child.
Our hearts were stirred anew with God's wonderful
message.
We are now back to school and to work. \Ve are in
the midst of winter. The semester finals are just
around the corner. The realities of life are all around
us- the problems of sickness and illness, temptations
and worldliness, frustmtions and misgivings, regular
routine and demanding schedules, term papers and
examinations. Such realities make us feel that the
happiness and joy of the spiritual world has been lost.
This reaction on our part is natural, for you see, you
and I live in two worlds, the spiritual world and the
world around us. You cannot exclude either one, but
you can learn the proper use of both. We know that
the world around us is with us. We can feel and
touch it. But so is the spiritual world. It is always
present. God is always seeking men. The trouble is
that we so frequently are so reluctant to seek Him. We
neglect to renew our spiritual life by not hearing the
Word as often as we ought. We bring to naught any
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continuous experience of a spiritual uplift by sporadic
Bible reading, by little or no private devotional periods,
by infrequent attendance at the Blessed Sacrament. In
short, we fail to grasp our real business in life.
\Vhat is our real business? The Christian's real business in life is to develop the spiritual world in his heart
and life, or as Jesus says in this week's Gospel, "I must
be about 1\.fy Father's business."
You are well acquainted with these words, for the
Yisit of the child Jesus to the temple at the age of
tweh·e is a familiar story to every Christian. It is an
interesting Word of God because it is the only glimpse
that we have of the life of our Lord between the flight
into Egypt and the beginning of His ministry some
thirty years later. But this incident in His life is more
than a biography, more than an event in the life of
one who was maturing into manhood. In the simple
drama between mother and Lad, Jesus revealed that He
knew the relation that existed between God the
Father and His Son, and that He was fully aware of
what He was to do in life, namely, to be about His
Father's business. His answer as a lad reminds us
of His words spoken to the people during His public
ministry: "I am come to do the will of Him that sent
Me." And now and then, you find writers comparing
His first recorded words, "to be about 1'\'Iy Father's
business," with His final words from the cross, "Father,
into Thy hands I commend ::\Iy Spirit." Yes, our
Lord 's entire life was devoted to the things of the Father.
The Father's business! To Jesus it meant to do
something for man. 1\tian was subject to physical as
well as spiritual ailments. He was blind both to the
cause and the cures of his troubles. He was a slave
to sin, serving Satan, the world, and his own fleshly desires. He was captive to the sting of death. To such
poor, suffering people it was the Father's business to
open men's eyes to the real dilemma in life, to set them
free from their captivity, to offer them power to live for
God, and to give them strength to endure their crosses
patiently. Thus Jesus lived the perfect life, a life of
love to God and to man. This kind of life was manifested already as a lad in His devotion to God and in
His duty to His earthly parents. They found Him in
the temple, sitting in the midst of the doctors, both
hearing them and asking them questions. He came to
Nazareth and was obedient to them. But there is more:
He suffered, He died, He rose. He paved the way for
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men to become children of God, "for God, Who commanded the light to shine out of the darkness, hath
shined in our hearts to give the light of the knowledge
of the glory of God in the face of Jesus Christ. Ye are
all the children of God by faith in Christ Jesus."
The Father's business! For you, the child of God, it
means to follow the footsteps of Jesus with a life of
love and devotion to God and your fellow man, that
it may be said of you as it was said of Jesus, " He increased in wisdom and stature, and in favour. with
God and man."
Since you are a child of God, you have a desire to
love your Father which is in Heaven with all your
heart and with all your soul and with all your mind.
You have no other gods before Him. You put Him
first in your life. You call upon the name of the Lord.
You pray, praise and give thanks to Him. You gladly
hear and learn His Word. You daily read your Bible.
You endeavor to partake of the Blessed Sacrament frequently. Why do you do all this? You are His child,
and this is the Father's business.
. Since you are a child of God, you have a desire to
promote His cause and extend His kingdom. When
you are told that Christianity in the world is shrinking,
that it is becoming a minority religion, that the Communists wi{h their atheistic philosophy now control
37% of the world's inhabitants, you intensify your activity to seek to save the world through faith in Christ.
You promote the church's work, you see to it that the
church moves forward, that it does not stand still. You
work together with your fellow Christians to build the
Kingdom of God. Why do you do all this? You are
a child of God, and this is the Father's business.
Since you are a child of God, you have a desire to
love your neighbor as yourself. You have a mind to

hate evil and love the good. As Jesus Himself said,
"By this shall all men know that ye are My disciples, if
ye have love one to another." This love of yours
which comes to you from God in Christ helps you overcome your neighbor's faults and short-comings. You
help and befriend him in every bodily need. You
help him to improve and protect his property and business. You defend him, speak well of him, and put the
best construction on everything. Why do you do all
this? You are a child of God, and this is the Father's
business.
During World War II thousands of bombing planes
were sent out on missions of destruction. After the
war, some of these planes were used for commercial
service. To describe such a plane, one could say that
it has the same wings and fuselage, the same type motors,
the same cockpit and instrument panel. But the bomb
racks are gone and the gun turret has been removed.
There is a new paint job; but essentially, you have the
same plane. There is, however, this difference: there
is a new owner, a new pilot, and it carries new cargo .
This a good description of you in relation to the
Father's business for Jesus is to deliver you from a life
of sin and destruction and make you a child of God.
He enters into the cockpit of your heart, takes over the
controls, and operates your life on a new course, pointing you to the Father's business, which is a life of love
and devotion to God and your fellow man. This means
that all your activities in life are viewed now in the light
of the Father's business.
In a few moments you leave God's house once more,
back to classes and to work, to the stark realities of life.
There is a difference. You are taking with you the
Father's business. Aren't you? Amen.

robert charles brown
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By VVALTER SoRELL
Drama Editor
What I would call second-hand creat1v1ty has graced
Broadway for quite some time. Its playwrights lean
heavily on novels and latter-day biographies which certainly is a sign of some kind of deficiency, perhaps a
lack of daring, a waning of invention. Anyone, of
course, may claim - and rightly so - that Shakespeare
could be cited for the same crime, to which the answer
is simply: "But look what he has done with his material!"

Robert Russell, the adaptors of the book, had to add
the necessary ingredients demanded by the genre to give
the composer, Bob Merrill, his due. Through its new
treatment O'Neill's fine comedy has not become funnier, more poignant, or profound. The best that can
be said about it is that everyone concerned approached
his work with awe and respect. But why tamper with
it at all and have it refashioned in the musical comedy
factory?

Jerome Lawrence and Robert E. Lee have given us
a new play. Their target is that wonderful, congenial
editor of the "Israelite," but in spite of the fact that
Harry Golden's best-selling book, Only in America,
is at the root of it all, the authors missed their target
badly this time: "The Sound of Music" deals with the
singing Trapp family, and this cheap musical for which
millions of dollars worth of tickets had been sold even
before it opened, is the worst setback in the history of
musical comedy. Rodgers and Hammerstein who, for
the last fifteen years, had elevated this art to a mature
level, have committed the greatest sacrilege on their
own past. I sometimes wonder that such stars as Mary
Martin do not show more taste and courage in accepting or rejecting the material in which they get
involved.

Paddy Chayefsky's second Broadway play proves that
he has grown beyond the photographic slice-of-life
method and that his play "The Tenth Man" has something new to say and says it interestingly. His unorthodox theme is that "in these forlorn times the insane
and the suicidal must join hands and somehow make
a better life."

But big names seem unable to do wrong in the eyes
of many who have their say on Broadway. Otherwise,
it is unthinkable that "The Highest Tree" by Dore
Schary could have been shown. Never before has a
serious-mindtd man with a great topic failed so miserably. He is concerned about the nuclear-arms race, but
does not come to grips with the topic at all. At best
we are told that the tests should be stopped, but that
is as far as he gets. His dying scientist, surrounded by
family and friends, lives in a phony atmosphere poisoned
less by strontium 90 than by empty dialogue and hollowsounding phrases. The show has meanwhile died and
nobody will mourn its departure.

He, too, went back to an older source, the famous
play "The Dybbuk," which deals with a migratory soul
taking possession of another human being so as to be
able to return to heaven. Chayefsky has taken this old
Jewish legend and put it into a modern environment, into a small town on Long Island among a small Jewish
community which gathers in a shabby synagogue for
prayers and chats. A young girl, a schizophrenic case,
believes she is a whore from Kiev. Before she is sent
to an institution, her grandfather, a strong believer
in mysticism, decides to exorcise the dybbuk. To
achieve this end, the Jews meet in the temple and, as
they are short of the tenth man needed for the ceremony, they buttonhole a young lawyer in the street,
who is in psycho-analytic treatment, a suicidal case and
ex-Communist, the prototype of negation in modern
man. "Life is utterly meaningless," he says. "I have
had everything a man can get out of life - prestige,
power, money, women, children, and a handsome home
only three blocks from the Scarsdale Country Club, and
all I can think of is I want to get out of this as fast
as I can."

Samuel Pepys once commented after seeing Macbeth:
"One of the best plays for a stage and variety of dancing and musique . that I ever saw," - which indicates
our time is not the only one that cannot withstand the
temptation to add music and dance to perfectly well
conceived straight plays. "Take Me Along" follows
O'Neill's "Ah, Wilderness" rather faithfully except for
the Sid-Lily relationship, which gets the traditional
happy ending of musical comedies. Joseph Stein and

It is somewhat contrived that this young man who
thought himself incapable of love should fall in love
with the girl, and that finally his intellectual dybbuk
is driven out. But Chayefsky wanted to juxtapose a
world of unbelievers and the fanatic faithful. With all
its strongly profiled types, this play is an indictment
of a world which gets its values wrong. Mankind that
has gone insane can only be saved by faith, whatever
faith it may be, is what Paddy Chayefsky seems to say.
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letter from
ART'S APOLOGY AND EXCUSE

Xanadu, Nebr.
----By

G.

G.----

Dear Editor:
You know, people sure do have short memories.
Take what's been going on around here this last week.
I used to have a partner in the store named Joe
Suender. About ten years ago he got the crazy notion
that he wanted to get away from what he called the
dullness and monotonousness of Xanadu, so I had to
hustle around and scrape together enough to buy up his
interest in the store and when he finally got his hands
on the cash he took off for New York where I guess he
really lived it up for a while, at least as long as his
money lasted.
Every now and then, we would hear from him, always
indirectly, of course. I remember seeing a picture of
him in some newspaper with a chorus girl on each arm
and a cigar in his face. Then, for a long time, nobody
heard anything from him or anything about him. I
figured he had probably drank himself to death, and
good riddance, too, for that matter.
But Christmas Eve the Missus and I went to church,
and there big as life was Bill. Well, maybe not quite
big as life; actually, he looked awful. He was nothing
but skin and bones and his face was as gray as his hair
and he had this awful hacking cough. I nodded to
him and he waved back like I was some kind of long·
lost brother and I whispered to the Missus right then
that I bet he would try to get me to take him back in
the business with me.
Well, as it turned out, I wasn't quite right but
nearly so. In a couple of days he was around the store
wanting to know whether I needed any help. So I
know I shouldn't have said it but I just couldn't help
it. I said: "Joe, when I needed help was ten years ago
when I had to rustle up that money you blew on those
floozies in New York." I guess that sort of got him
because he just sort of shriveled up and walked out.
It made me feel kind of bad but doggone it, he asked
for it.
What gets me, though, is the way people here in town
- and right in the congregation, for that matter - have
cottoned up to Joe like he was some kind of returning
hero instead of a bum that blew his wad in the big
city. Folks who have never even bought me a cup
of coffee at the drug store have had him over for dinner
and I hear he's been offered three or four jobs. Isn't
that enough to burn you?
Regards,

Truer than words, the meaning kiss
Which makes a poetry of lips
And sets a wisdom into rhyme
No pen can simulate by line.
Music has cadence, but heartbeats span
A range no orchestra commands,
A harmony so fully sensed,
Love dulls all lesser instruments.
In vain the dancer's feet and arms
\Vould free the body from its bonds
As lovers do when each to each
They rise above earth's gravity.
The eye's canvas such beauty lights
Of shade and color and design
That brush must hesitate to set
Mere copyings on palimpsest.
Yet kiss is brief and heartbeat slm\'s
As wonders cease, as wonders go,
And memory turns to counterfeit
The fading visions in time's mist.
ELIZABETH BARTLErr

PLACE- TIME
\!Ve worry about time
who have time. Lovers
are lost in years. Coming
or going is caress,
or a clash of hands;
111 the eternal time dies.

We wince at the last
atom's burning. Does star
fear dissolving? Speak of ends,
pale shadows lost on ice,
strange device,
to hint at final rest
among exploding suns?
We worry about love
who have none. Lovers
are lost in years. Time
is deception of men,
love lives beyond the clock,
in the eternal
love wakens.
jAMES BINNEY

G.G.
jANUARY
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The Fine Arts

Let There Be Light
--------------------By

The restoration of the great Cathedral at Aachen has
employed the best minds of Europe for a considerable
number of years. The one hundred and fourteen panels
of glass which surround the choir of the great Dom
have been designed by Walther Benner and Professor
Anton Wendling. They were produced in the stainedglass workshops of Oidtmann in Linnich and Hein
Derix in Kevelaer.
A close study of the composition shows the circular
motif repeating itself over and over in spite of the
vigorous horizontal and vertical members which are
structural features of the panels. The freedom which
joins the composition of the two panels to one another
is beautifully expressed by the artist in the motion downward of the spheres and the motion upward of the
fishes. By this type of treatment, the stained glass
artist showed his respect for the cathedral as an expressive entity even though he made each window a
separate and individual work of art. The total impression of all the windows binds the entire glazed
area into the walls and pillars of the cathedral even
while it opens up the entire church to the Heavens.
This type of work is the ultimate in a unified design
which combines the best in modern technique and
approach with the finest in medieval and traditional
architecture.
The theme "Let there be light" comes most appropriately at the beginning of the New Year. The holy
light of Christmas still lies upon the Church and the
land. Not even the blight of the year-end celebrations
can dim the glory of the Light of the Infant King.
As these words were the beginning of the creation
and life as we know it today, so they must be the words
of assent in the heart of every thoughful person at the
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beginning of another year.
"Let there be light" in the life of our bodies so that
no one needs to walk in the darkness of fear and superstition and frustration. Let there 'b e the strength and
the health which comes from seeing clearly and acting
wisely. Let there be the tenderness which comes from
a deep love for God and for our fellowmen so that we
may walk in the light and deal with one another in the
Light of God.
"Let there be light" in our hearts so that we may not
walk in the ways of hate, or meanness, or shrivel our
affections by concentrations on low things. Let the
light of the love of God live with us day by day so that
we need not fear the darkness which is so much a part
of what men are, and sin is, but live in the light of
forgiveness and grace and peace.
"Let there be light" for our souls that the radiance
shed abroad by the coming of Him Who is the Light
of the World may continue to brighten our way in the
world and set our minds toward the glory which is
in Him and free it from the small things which bind
it to the earth.
"Let there be light" in our homes, and schools, and
churches so that we may be saved from the blight of
dullness and walk always in the brightness which is the
companionship of the Most High. Let it shine for our
children, for our neighbors, and for ourselves, so that,
seeing Him Who gave light first of all as His choicest
gift to the world, we might be lights also for our generation. All the days of a new year and all the responsibilities of every day would be a dreadful burden to
bear in the dark with no hope of light upon the way
or help to bear the burden if it were not for Him Who
first said, "Let there be light."
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The Music Room

Heitor Villa-Lobos
By

Brazil's foremost composer is dead. Heitor Villa·
Lobos (1887-1959) was courageous, capable, resourceful,
and almost unbelievably prolific. Besides, he was largely self-taught. He amassed a huge amount of musical
lore and much technical skill during his long lifetime.
Many years before he passed away, the world of music
had come to regard and honor him as one of the most
original composers of modern times.
Villa-Lobos undoubtedly wrote a large number of
worthless compositions. Some of his works, however,
are classics in their particular field.
To me it seems most accurate to describe VillaLobos' outstanding compositions as enchanting. They
have the authentic flavor of Brazil, for the man who
conceived and wrote them devoted painstaking study
to the enchanting folk music of his native land.
But Villa-Lobos was not one-sided. He had a wide
acquaintance with music as it had been developed in
other parts of the world, and he evolved a distinctive
way of merging idioms characteristic of Brazil with
what had been achieved elsewhere.
For this reason Villa-Lobos' Bachianas Brasileiras
never cease to fascinate and enchant me. Here we have
Brazilianisms couched in terms strongly reminiscent
of Johann Sebastion Bach. In the hands of a bungler
any attempt to do this would have resulted in nondescript and disgustingly ugly jumbling. But VillaLobos was not a bungler. He was completely honest
in his convictions, and I am sure that his veneration of
the great Bach was based on something far more substantial than a feeling that one should honor the
Cantor of Leipzig merely because in some circles it is
considered the fashionable thing to do so.
In many respects Villa-Lobos was a unique figure
among the truly able composers of our era. Sometimes,
of course, unique composers are nothing more than
charlatans out for popular acclaim. But the man to
whom Brazil has every reason to point with joy and
pride was not a musician of this stripe. As a melodist,
as a craftsman in the field of instrumentation, as a bold
adventurer in the wide world of tone, as a pathfinder,
as a prophet, and as an educator equipped with learn·
ing and vision, he erected a monument that will last.
Much of what he achieved will be remembered and regarded with respect and admiration long after .his
quibbling detractors and their puny faultfinding have
gone the way of all flesh and all trash.
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I hope that these words of mine will induce you to
become acquainted with Villa-Lobos' nine Bachianas
Brasileims, with those fifteen extraordinary compositions of his which he called charas, and with many other
fine >\'Orks from his pen.

Some Recent Recordings
HEITOR VILLA-LOBOS. Bachianas Brasileiras No . 4 and
Bachianas Brasileiras No. 7. Orchcstre NMional de Ia Radiodiffu sion Francaise under th e composer.
Angel.
Bachi.anas
Brasileiras No. !, for eight 'celli. Bachianas Brasileiras No. 5,
for soprano and eight 'celli. Johann Sebastian Bach's Prelude
and Fugue No . B, from The Well-Tempered Clauier, transcribed
for an o rchestra of 'ct>lli by Villa-Lobos. Capitol. MUSIC FOR
THE SPANISH GUITAR. Etude No . !, Prelude No. !, Etude
No . B, Choro Typico, Etude No. 7, Prelude No. 5, Prelude No. 3,
Schottish Choro . Laurindo Almeida, guitar. Capitol. Excellent
recordings of some of ·the famous Brazilian composer's finest
Murillo Mend c.s wrote of the Bachianas Brasileiras:
works.
"When reason rej ects tht>m, the heart knows them and grants
pardon." But is there any re.ason whatever to reject these remarka ble works? No. Why. I wonder, should Villa-Lobos be
pardoned for creating these mastC"rpi cm s ? LUDWIG VAN
BEETHOVEN. Missa Solemnis in D Major, Op. 123. The
Philharmonic Orcht>stra under Hnbc.rt von Karajan. Chorus
of th e Society of th e Friends of Music in Vi enna. Soloists:
Elisabeth Schwarzkopf, soprano ; Christa Ludwig, contralto;
Ni colai Gr dda, tenor; Nicola Zacc aria, bass. A stirring pre~;enta
tion of this great work. Two discs. Angel. GAETANO
DONIZETTI. Lucia di Lammermoor. Maria Meneghini Callas
sings th e role of Lucia, and Ferruccio Tagliavini is Edgardo. The
Philharmonia Orchc·3tra and Chorus under Tullio Serafin. Two
discs. Stereo. Angel. - MODEST MOUSSORGSKY. Pictures
at an Exhibition. Transcribed by Maurice Ravel. The Philharmonia Orchestra under Herbe.rt van Karajan. An ideal performance of this truly wonderful example of program music.
Sterro. Angel. RICHARD STRAUSS. Don Quixote and
Till Eulenspiegel's Merry Pranks. The Berlin Philharmonic
Orchestra under Rudolf Kempe. Paul Tortelier, 'cellist, and
Giusto Cappone, violist, take part in the performance- of Don
Quixot e. Here K empe shows his mastery of the art of conducting
as weJI as his •thorough understanding of the music of Strauss.
Capitol. THE VIRTUOSO ORGAN. We All Belieue in
One God, by Johann Sebastian Bach; Noel, by Louis-Claude
Daquin; Allegro, from the Second Symphony, by Louis Vie.rne;
The Old Hundredth, by Ralph Vaughn Williams; Perpetuum
Mobile, by Wilhelm Middelschulte; Marche Religieuse, by Alexandre Guilmant;; Cantabile, from Three Pieces for Organ, by
Cesar Franck; Giga, By Enrico Bossi; Toccata, from Suite
Gothique, ·by Leon Bocllmann. Virgil Fox, performing on the
Aeolian-Skinner organ of Riverside Church in New York City.
He.re Fox reveals his phenomenal mastery of the organ and its
countless resources. Capitol.
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BOOKS OF THE MONTH
RELIGION
COMMUNISM AND THE THEOLOGIANS:
StUDY OF AN ENCOUNTER

By ChaTles C. West (Westminster Press,
$6.00)
Charles C. West, ordained Presbyterian
ministe.r, pastor and teacher for three years
in China and for ·three more in Europe, and
author of a full-length study of Christian
wi•tness in Communist China, has written
a book for our times that is a book for
every time. We do not hesi·tate to call this
a. significant volume.
'VI·est begins with the assumption ·t hat
Communist power, while it may wax or
wane, will not disappear. Theorefore Christians have the responsibility "·to find a
witness which transcends both the Communist ideology and all the ideological de·
fences of the Western world."
The rapidly changing ·face of events in
recent yc:ars has made Christians aware, as
never \lt·fore, of "their complete solidarity
with a world which has loS>t its self-confidence in a revolutionary age, and their
complete freedom to be open for what God
is doing that they may bare witness to it."
The heart of the Marxist doctrine of
ideology West writes,
is prophetic rebeJ!ion against the bourgeois world's idealizing of i·tself - its
deification of its own spirit . . . - in
the name of real concrete meil who are
being exploited and enslaved ( esstranged from themselves as [Marx]
put it ) in this world.
The task of Christian theology in its
encounter with Communism is to take
away this good conscience about its own
ideology and its judgment on the Christian
faith, and
to confront it with a witne.ss which is
not another system of ideas pretending
to be objective truth and value while
j.t in fact reflects and covers the interest of one social group.
West hopes to find ·assistance for this
task in a study of the encounter between
specific Christian theologians and Communism. Emil Brunner, Joseph Hromadka,
Paul Tillich, Reinhold Niebuhr, and Karl
Barth are all examined, among others and all are found to be more or less wanting. But the value of this 'Study lies far
more in its approach .than in any set of
conclusions at which the author is able
to arrire.
The insufficiently qualified "No" of
Brunner is forcefully criticized, as is •the
insufficiently qualified "Yes" of Hromadka.
jANUARY
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West argues, successfully in our opinion,
that neither has ·succeeded in transcending
ideology in his encounter with Communism
(though the ciroumstances of Hromadka's
ministry certainly entitle him •t o a lenient
judgment) .
West roots Tillich's failure to rome to
grips with Communism in his onotology.
The author makes the highly pertinent
point, if ·true, that Tillich, enclosed in his
own ontological system, is only able to encounter a Communism which has been religiously re-explained. The result is that
the Communism which Tillich confronts is
no longer truly itself.
Niebuhr's encounter receives more attention than that that of any theologian
discussed except Barth. In the last analysis
West finds Niebuhr's combination of pragmatism with theology inadequate. He wishC5
to appropriate Niebuhr's insights; yet
he feels compelled to wish that Niebuhr
had paid more attention to the theme that
" tho only kingdom which can defy and
conquer this world is one which is not of
this world ."
The book clearly reaches its climax with
the di sc ussion of Karl Barth. "Revelation
and Ideology" is the theme under which
Barth's encounter is organized. But now
the smell of the lamp, already noticeable
with Nichuhr, becomes almost overpowering.
We are forcefull y reminded of the standard p rescription for writing commentaries
on K ant: Quote him if you can' t understand him. Not th at We5t doesn't understand Barth. He probably does. But maybe Barth can only be understood by Bar>thians - which doesn' t ge t us very far.
And yet we are unwilling to giV'e> up at
page 191 when we read:
It is because God himself and God
alone lc.nds our life its possibility that
it becomes so impossible for us to live.
It is because God says "Yes" to us that
the "No" of our existence is so fundamental and inescapable. It is because
the answer to all our questions is God
and God's conduct toward us, that the
only answers that we can find in terms
of our own conduct either change immediately into questions or are otheorwise too vast for us. It is because the
deathless life of God is our portion that
tho necessity of death reminds us so
inexorably of the sinful narrowness of
our will to live. Through our doom
we see therefore what is beyond our
doom, God's love ; through our awareness of sin, forgiven ess; through death
and the end of all things, the beginning
of a new and primary life.

The Emperor's new clothes? Or is there
something here? Do we sense in Barth's
theology an openness to the Word from
God which alone can provide us w1th a
cure for ideologica·l theologizing and moralizing? Or arc we maybe guil·ty of ad miring
Barth because we do not understand him?
Often the light breaks through. "Barth,"
writes West,
has shared Karl Marx's rebellious spiri-t
most complc·tely, and has expanded far
beyond the narrow limits of Marx's
political purposes. He has shared the
rebellion also of Feur.rbach, Kierkegaard, Nietzsche, and the modern existentialists. Yct their systems as well
have proved too man-centered, too
much concerned with the subject
"man" and his experience, to express
in human thought that reality by which
our ideological circle, our enclosure in
our own sin and complacency, i!
broken, and our nc.w being is constituted. This must come from without.
This is God made man for us in Jesus
Christ. Everything, for Barth, ·s tarts
here. For this act of God there can
be no human preparation; not even
the nega tive one whereby man exposes
himself as sinner and h ypocrite about
his sin. Nothing short of this complete
and absolut e Obj ect in whom every·
thing begins and whom no human
thought or act can qualify, will satisfy
as an answer to the quc~;tion contained
in the fact of ideology.
An so we wrestle on.
This is not a book for those unwilling to
struggle. The second half, Npecially, re·
quires a second and even third reading.
But when we come at last, exhausted, to
the end, we are convinced that the struggle
was worthwhile.
"Hore and there," writes Dr. West in
conclusion,
when the Communist senses that across
from him stands a perplexed and repentant man, not out to overcome ·h im
however great his power and responsibility in the non-Communist world,
he himself may begin to reveal the perplexities and gu~lt which beset him. Here
and there he may reach out for friendship and, tacitly, help; for his power
·is to him also a danger and burden,
and his answers for society •h ave long
begun to mock him. Then it is that
all the "an~wers ·to Communism" in all
·the books and journals of the West,
will become event in the encounter between Christian and Communist, event
in the life of the Communist himself.
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The result will not be a victory for the
"Christian" West. But it wi.Jl mean that
these men called Communists will
move once more out of their ideological
fortress into the road where we all are
walking despite the problems, insecurioties, and ·the many conflicts of our
interests which beset the way. The
theologian's task is to help the Christian to guide the Communist back to
the road which is the world. But only
the Christian's humble but confident
journey itself, with whatever charge5
and burdens may be given to him to
carry, only his realistic concern for
neighbours at cost to himself, can convince the unbeliever that the Lord and
guide of the journey is ·t he servant son
of God who bore the cross.
CHRISTIANS AND THE STATE

By Charles C. Bennett (Charles Scribne.r's Sons, $4.50)
How to begin?
H ere is a book that ought to be read
by everyone interested in Chri~tianity and
politics.
That won't do.
The book does not
contain a great deal that will be unfamiliar
to the serious student of Chri~ianity and
the State.
A book that ought to be in thelhands of
the layman .
Pious. But not very r ealistic. Few laymen would be willing to tackle it. Even
fewer would finish.
Clarity IS never
A well-written book.
sacrificed to profundity, spurious or genuin e.
Good enough. Both quite true.
An hon est and responsible treatmen t of
the subject, one which will command a
sympathetic hearing in all circles.
True again. We're gett·ing somewhere.
Were I teaching a course in "The Christian and the State" I might adopt Bennett's
book as a text.
That gets the idea. Almost any educated
Christian could benefit substantially from
reading the book.
Dr. Bennett is Dean of the Faculty and
Professor of Applied Christiani·ty at Union
Theological Seminary in New York. "Somewhat left of nco-orthodox center" will do
as a label for those reluctant to tackle unlabeled theologians.

GENERAL
A MIRROR OF THE MINISTRY
IN MODERN NOVELS

By Horton Davies (Oxford, $3.75)
Mr. Davies is, as he says in the preface,
"a teacher of the history of Christianity in
the Department of Religion in Prince,ton
University" who owes some explanation for
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"presuming to indulge in literary criticism."
The apology was unnecessary, because A
Mirror of the Ministry is not literary criticism. The author is obviously not familiar
with the fundamental tools and concepts of
fiction. What he is concerned with in his
book is a changing portrait of the clergyman in fiction; but the fact thaJt fiction
contains the portrait is rather incidental.
The writers Mr. Davies chooses to discuss
are grouped according to five types of ministry. Hawthorne, L ewis, and J ames Stree t
illustrate "Pre·achers and Evangelists";
William Hale White, Mrs. Humphrey Ward,
and H a rold Frederic supply examples of
"Interpreters of Faith in Crisis"; Bernanos,
Mauriac, and Greene (all Roman Catholics)
illustrate " Directors of Souls"; Maugham,
Cronin, and Paton furnish the material for
"Missionaries"; and Hartze·ll Spence, Cozzens, and Peter De Vr·ic·S illustrates the final
category, and presumably the most modern
one, "Community Leaders."
This is a valid classification which in
itself makes an inte•resting discussion. Mr.
Davies then takes twenty novels to illustrate
th ese categories and to lead into remarks
about the complex life of the minis·ter during th e past one hundred ye·ars. The most
significant picture to come out of this
material is that of the change in th e church
and in ministerial functions which has
taken place during the past century. Here
Mr. D avies conducts himself admirably as
a church historian.
The list of novels is probably as good for
its purpose as any other list I might propose; but it seems strange that Mr. Davies
could ignore Gidc's "Pastoral Symphony"
and Steinbeck's Preacher Casy. These are
tough problems, to be sure, but the y are
also more important ones than sevc·ral from
the list above . The truth is th at Mr. D avies
is an excellent tcachf'r when he is summing
up historical trends and changes in the
church, but he is not able to deal with
literature as literature. The short historical
sections preceding each chapter are valuablr. The "literary" discussions which follow are too much colored by Davies' own
ministc·rial tastes, and they shed no new
light on the novels th emselves.
Unfortunately, Mr. Davies takes his texts
too litera ll y.
He is extreme-ly intolerant
in dealing with Somerset Maugham for th e
precise reason that he thinks Maugham has
been intolerant in dealing with clergymen.
This is a mer.ry-go-round of personal opinion. Maugham can hardly be accused of
inven ting "the idea of the repressed prudish
man of God" just because he chose one as
chief character for the story Rain.
A
responsible novelist (even i n c I u d i n g
Maugham) does not "make up" his material, he finds it in life about him, in experience.
It is indeed too bad that some

readers accept a portrait of a particular
person as a generalization or stereotype of
that p erson's vocation, class, race, or religion. But that is hardly Maugham's fault .
And as to th e possibility of •the existence of
a Dr. D avidson, surely Mr. Davie5 knows
that even clergymen are sometimes susceptible to environmental pressure-s.
Perhaps the least s,atisfactory chapter in
the book is the final one, "The R eligious
Novc·l: A Study in Clerical Gray." H ere,
first, Mr. Davies asserts ",the ·christian's
right to evaluate any novel on theological
as well as artistic grounds." Taken in the
broadest sense, this is ·true; a critic evaluates a work of art according to contents,
cr id eas, as well as form, or technique. In
the highest art, indeed, this dichotomy
ceases to exist; but we find ourselves
forced to talk about it anyway, for lack of
better terms. The ch ief confusion, however, in this chapter lies ...in the lumpedtogeth c·r terms "·theological," "religious,"
and "Christi an." In spite of all his pretensions, Mr. Davies is evaluating fiction only
in terms of Christianity, and while this is
certainly his privilege it is also his obligation to make his terms clear.
It might be said in defense of Mr. Davies
that he unwittingly stumbled into a problem which has perplexed readers and critics
for some tim e and which could easily make
a book itself, namely, what must be in a
work of art to caus0 th at work to be "religious." What, exactly, constitutes a "religious" novel? At the very leas t we may
say that it is possible for a novel to be reli gious but not Christian.
And one IS
tempted to say that the reverse holds true
also.
As one man's opinion, given m a re.Jaxed
unacademic manner, of various novels containing portraits of clergymen, A M irror of
the Ministry may be read with interest. If
argument follows, then the book has also
proved stimulating.
NEW HORIZONS OF HIGHER EDUCATION

By John Rowe Workman (Public Affairs
Press, $2.50)
Major changes in college curricula these
days come about in response to several
kinds of pressures.
Particularly pressing
is the necessity of keeping costs down. Administrators struggling with unbalanced
budgets cast wistful eyes on electronic robots
that can lecture and ·g rade papers, television hookups to link multiple class sections,
indL,pendcnt-study projects, etc. Sometimes
financial pressure is coupled with a fear of
an imminent shol'tage of facul•ty in the
midst of exploding student enrollments,
and under this dual pressure college planne.rs devise ways of using ·the pn;sent faculty
more "effici<;ntly," including an increase in
class size.
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The innovation reported by Professor
Workman comes from no such weJ.lspring
of motives. It increases costs and requires
additional faculty. Its efficiency is aimed
solely at a better kind of education.

mental class, except that by its very nature,
it is still pl-astic, subject to continuing expansion and modification. Its supporters
have not exchanged one rigid curriculum
for another.

On February 29, 1952, President Henry
M. Wriston proposed to the departmental
chairmen of Brown University an experimental addition to the curriculum, the idea
for which had been germinating on the
Brown campus since 1943. The plan was
put into effect the academic year 1953-54.

Professor Workman warns against the inertia that tends to settle over the curriculum. "The important and most imperative
duty of the faculty beyond the line of
teaching obligation," he writes, "is to main-tain an atmosphere receptive to change,
flux, refreshment." He is not attempting
to sell a particular kind of curriculum
change or, if he is, the technique is a soft
sell. Indeed, he seems •averse to grafting
and transplanting of curricular programs
from one institution to another. The academic structure, whatever its form, should
grow out of the colleccive judgment and
creativity of the faculty, but at the same
time he has little doubt that faculties have
been too resistant to change, too uncreative.
Tired faculty readers will perk up at what
he has to say about the importance of sabbaticals, recreation, exchange posts, and
non-academic travel.

The new venture, called the Identification and Criticism of Ideas, is in reaction
against textbooks, survey courses, lectures,
and the intellectual passivity and immaturity presumably perpetrated by the.se channels of instru<ltion. An attempt is made in
the IC courses .t o arouse students mentaHy
and emot~onally to develop "mental
acquisitiveness" in the examination of
problems that have troubled some of the
world's greatest thinkers.
The uniqueness of the program rests on
two foundations: classes are carried on by
student discussion, with the instructor as
moderator and guide; and in each course
a classic work, chosen largely for its significant ideas, is the central text.
Though the older, standard curriculum
is retained, the IC courses are superimposed
on the conventional patte.rn. It is felt that
the heart of the educational experience
must be an inquiry into values, a search
that goes back into the beginrungs of our
intellectual heritage.
Professor Workman
believes that Americans are especially addicted to discussion through a long participation in town meetings, bull sessions, TV
panels, etc.
A generous grant from the Carnegie
Foundation enabled the university to bring
·to campus additional instructors to work in
the standard curricula as well as in the experimental course.s, which are limited to
an enrollment of twenty students.
Not
every department offers IC courses, but
they are to be> found within the areas of
sciences and mathematics, humanities, and
social studies. A student is required •to
balance his schedule with both IC and
standard courses.
Professor Workman's book is an expansion
and defense of the program set forth in
skeleton form above. Cynics may complain
that no experiment in curricular change
these days e>ver fails, and •to be sure, every
week or so professional journals or the
popular press herald some new curricular
creature that has tried its wings for scarcely
a ye.ar or two, propped up by some founda•tion or other and hailed as a success by its
The Brown curenthusiastic launchers.
riculum, however, belongs to ·this breed no
more than it fits the efficie>ncy type. It
ha-s .functioned .Jong and ·apparently well
enough to be removed from the experijANUARY
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Grateful as the reader may be for this
temperate report, he may nevertheless miss
the excitement, the throes of creativity, the
forging of details, the blunders, the crie.s of
anguished critics- the heaJt and clamor
attending the birth of a new curriculUm.
What Professor Workman has given us instead are the horizons - the basic prinuples and general contour of the program and th ey would seem to have been recollected in considerable tranquility. To all
persons interested in the current search for
curricular channels, however, they are useful and encouraging landmarks.
THE CARAVELS OF CHRIST
By Gilbert Renault, translated by Richmond Hill (G. P. Putnam's Sons, $5.00)
The Caravels of Christ is a very readable
account of a significant period of both
World and American History, that of .the
era of Portuguese explorations off the coast
of Africa and rin India during the fifteenth
century. The three outstanding Portuguese
of the period Prince Henry the NavigaJtor, Bartholomew Diaz, and Vasco da
Gama - ra re depic-ted as heroic characters,
a position that most historians writing at
some length of this period agree they deIn addition, the activities of a
serve.
galaxy of other explorers are reviewed and
their achievements described.
Christopher CoLumbus does not fare so
well. The author practices a little "debunking" of history by making frequent
mention of his opiniona-ted ideas:;' of his
lack of knowledge in certai-n fi~lds and of
his extreme demands for wealth and position if his ):xpeditions should be successful.
The · interesting 'but little known story of

the infrequent relations of the Nestorian
Christians of Ethiopia with Europeans and
people in other parts of the world is told
a1 some length. The reviewer feels that
the author takes great pains in diffen;ntiating between known facts and chronicled
events and the wealth of legends that has
grown up about Prester John and other
characters of this area.
In several other areas of -the volume it
was felt that -the work of separating truth
from fiction was not as meticulously done.
This may be paJr·tly the result of a strong
religious fervor tha:t the author displays at
times or perhap.s some things are lost
even if transla;tion is done with extreme and
painstaking care.
In one U.S. History after another, particularly .for those prepared for 'teaching on
the junior and senior high school history
levels, the voyages are described as being
made by dedicated leaders who had more
enthusiasm and zoal for the given enterprise
of exploration than they had knowledge and
a background of experience thaJt would
reasonably assure the successful termination
of the voyage. The author shows this to be
a fallacy. In all instances of importance
the leader had served a long apprenticeship
in seamanship. The same can be said of
the captains and mos-t other officers. Pilots
were sketched who had special knowledge
of nautical instruments and had access to
charts and logs of earlier voyages. It is
true, however, that a similar level of accomplishment could not be attributed to
all the members of the crews.
The author also discusses a;t some length
the vessels used by •the Portuguese for their
explorations off the coast of Afric-a and on
the route to India. He affirms that the
ships, although small (which was sometimes
advantageous), were as a rule well fit-ted
to assure the success of the enterprise for
which they were built.
The plans for an expedition were sometimes made years ~n advance of actual
sailing.
Only well seasoned wood was
used for rt he building of the ships. Dedicated and experienced ship builders and
other CI'aftsmen would build the ship. The
experience of earlier and shorter voyages
had taught what type of rigging would
have the best chance of proving successful.
Libraries of char-ts would ·have those charts
which would be mo!>t helpful as aids of
navigation. The pilots and captains were
supplied wi-th simple but, under normal
conditions, satisfactory nautical instruments.
Certainly the author is correct m hois
contention that a better knowledge of the
Portuguese voyages around Africa to the
Far East is .o f greaJt value. They aided in
adding to the knowledge of the Far East
in Western Europe.
Interest in better
aids to nayigation was stimulated. The ex-

pansion of Moslem influence in Western
Europe was checked by :this attack upon
their greatest source of wealth, the control of trade rroutes between the east and
the west. And probably most important,
it aided in transferring the principal centers
of Western Civilization from Mediterranean
lands to those fringing the Atlantic Ocea n.
PAUL SEEHAUSEN

THE SOUTHERN TEMPER

By William Peters (Doubleday, $3.95)
William Peters, a free-lance writer specializing -in civil-rights and race relations,
has written an encouraging book about the
segregation cl'isis in the South. If the book
has a thesis it is this: The vast majority
of Southerners will accept desegregation.
The spirit of bitter-end resistance which
often seems to characte.rize "the Southern
temper" is an illusion - one deliberately
created and nurtured by that small but
vocal and sometimes violent minority who
for reasons political, economic or psychological refuse to face the world in which
they live.
The author has obviously read widely
and traveled widely in preparing to write
this book. He gives the refreshing impression of knowing what he' s talking about.
A couple of items which especially caught
this reviewer's attention:
Peters Slhows rather olearly that the
Federal government has not be.en nearly as
effective as it might easily have been in
combatting discrimination in the South. In
the light of the facts prBSented in chapter
15, the self-congratulatory pronouncements
of the present administration with respect to
el-imination of discrimination in Federal
hiring and hiring under defe nse contracts
appear little short of fraudulent.
And the church women of the South
emerge almost in the role of heroines. So
much so that we find purpose being added
to what was prt"viously mere disgust with
the Lutheran abuse of I Corinthians 14:34.
Bonus: We found The Southern Temper
as hard to put down as a novel.
LIVES OF THE POETS

By Louis Untermeyer (Simon and Schuster, $7.95)
Untermeyer's Lives is exactly what it
proclaims itself to be, and no more. J.t
treats in varying detail the goings and
comings of 133 English and American poets,
from the obscure creator of Beowulf to
Dylan Thomas. In ·between, it appears to
be a kind of In and Out book of poe·try, in
which the writers are classified according
to the space alloted them us U (Untermeyer) and non-U (non-Untermeyer) favorites. Thus such figures as Burns and
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the Brownings have full chapters all to
themselves, while others, like Coleridge,
Arnold, Hardy, Yea-ts, and Frost must share
cramped quarters with other of their contemporaries. Granted that so immense a
biographical under~aking demands some arbitrary governing principle, still it is hard
to say that first principle here is anything
else but personal bias. One is suspicious
of the publishers' suggestion11 that •this upto-date Lives reflects the critical tastes and
evaluations of the twentieth century, remembering th·a t in an anthology of modern
poetry which he edited a number of years
ago Untermeyer omitted Ezra Pound's work
for reasons that were hardly critical in any
literary sense.
Untermeyer is a man who knows what he
likes, and he likes what he knows. He is
likely to shy away from diHicult poets be·causc of their difficulty - and this is intended as explanation, not castigation a habit which must explain, partl y, why
the modern poets have got shuffled to the
bottom in the author's 133-card deck. How
else could Eliot be dismissed in six pages,
or W·allace Stevens in two, or Cummings
in two more, or remarkably "John
Crowe Ransom, the Fugitives, and the New
Criticism" in two-and-a-half?
The second important shaping principle
of this volume is the inevitable biographical
si·ne quo non : story material. Given Untermeye·r's slightly less than intellectual
view of art, it is only natural that the fat
chaptel'S go to the poets who really lived.
Kt>ats' futil e passion for Fanny Brawnc,
capped by his superb death; the story-book
love of R.B. and E.B.B.; Whitman\<; rare
affection for just everything; this is Good
Stuff for Untermeyer's pages, and h e
works th e veins of drama and mc•lodrama
with a scriptwriter's zeal.
Soap operas
could btl mad e here. "Shelley's Other Wife,"
"Women and Robert Burns,'' " M y Sister
and I," of Byron the possibilities take
one'& breath awa~· . Confronted with such
raw materials from the past, one can only
rf"grct that our -recent poets arc living all
too chastely, or, at least, too privately.
A third principle? It is the saving one:
that Lives of the Poets is not a scholarly
work directed to scholarly readers. It is
a competent rehash of what is known, or
surmised, about more poets than have ever
been collected between the covers of a
non-text; it is probably as good a way of
backing into a discovery of poetry itself
as any way a scholar might devise. The
average reader is hostile to a poem; it is
not his language. He is less likely to be
hostile to the poet, particularly when the
poet's life reads like a good paperback.
For this, one may forgive Untermeyer's
taste-s; they are far better than no taste
a:t all.

INTEGRITY FOR TOMORROW'S ADULTS

By Blanche Carrier (Crowell, $3.00)
In ·the last few years, parents and children have been barraged with advice on
how to live p eaceably •together. It would
seem that the family is being rediscovered,
and everyune is anxious that this one beautiful patch in our crazy-quilt life be retained
and strengthened. We can read ourselves
into utter confusion on every aspect of living and growing with the family. If you
have reached this point already, you may
not be interested in any more ideas on
the subject, but you should allow yourself
a look at Dr. Carrier's viewpoint.
With the basic a.s sumption that these
arc indeed times that try the souls of
mothers and fathers , Dr. Carrier suggests
that the timc11 would not be nearly so trying
if parents would examine the ground on
which they are standing. Must they turn
and twist to accommodate to every change,
or ca n they con sis ten tly stand firm so that
th eir children may grow straight? Here
is a real problem in posture, and Dr. Carrier presents a formula for its solution:
"Spiri tual ren ewal cannot take place
in a whirlwind of material activity."
"A chi·ld is more likely to 11ense the
derp dimrnsion of living through a
religious outlook if each of his parents
is individually and consistently committed to the three-fold task of trying
to know himself, to be aware of God,
and to glimpse the relationship between
the two."
Anyone who is at all interested in children should find Dr. Carrier' s book an intert"sting and welcome addition to the bookshelf. Even the best and most thoughtful
of parents net-d an occasional re-alignment
of perspective in order to carry the responsibility of int<>grity for tomorrow's adults.
Dr. CarriL•r reminds us that we can fulfill
this re.sponsibi'lity only with the strength
that comes directly from belief, faith , and
trust in God, tnrible in justice and lovely
m mercy.
ANNE SPRINGSTEEN

FICTION
A MATTER OF CONVICTION

By Evan Hunter (Simon and Schuster,
$3.50)
What is justice? Mr. Hunter adds his
name to the long list of those who have
asked this question. Is it retribution; is it
giving every man his due? Whatever it is
(and , who knows), it is even more difficult
to do than to define. Mr. Hunter asks the
question through the person of Hank Bell,
brillliant, introspective young district attorney; he does not answer it, but he does
set Mr. Bell upon the task of doing ju11tice
"+thin a set of circumstances which force
THE CRESSET

both him and the reader to search for a
definition.
Hank is brought back to Harlem, the
neighborhood of his youth, to prepare the
prosecution of three boys from Italian
Harlem for the alleged murder of a boy
in neighboring Spanish Harlem. The setting could have been in any other American
city where two "territories" are diveded
by artificial boundaries created by ignorance, fear, and prejudice. The characters,
rather than being members of the Thunderbirds or the Horsemen, might be of any
other two "clubs" fighting to protect their
"turf" and shocking the good people of
this country's "lnwoods." The problems,
psychological and sociological, are ubiquitous.
Hank Bell faces the same jurisprudential
problem th•a t all prosecuting attorneys face,
or should face:
Does our legal system
with its adversary procedure provide justice
for the defendant; i.e., can the prosecutor
ignore the question of justice and press on
for a conviction, confident in the belief that
the defense will also present its case so
welll that the jury will be able to return
a just verdict?
The story is rather <Well told, as readers
of Mr. Hunter's Strangers Whe·n We Meet
and The Blackboard Jungle might expect.
With a deft use of flashbacks he supplies
the reader with information which, though
necessary for the story, could not have been
so effectively told if presented chronologically.
The main criticism that the reviewer has
is that Mr. Hunter's fascination for descriptive expressions and figures of speech
exceeds his ability to create them. For
example, on page 11 he describes Detective
Lieutenant Gunnison thus:
"His complexion made it difficult to shave without
cutting himself, and ·the various .healing
slashes on his chin and cheeks gave him the
appearance of an undernourished German
who'd been on the losing end of a duel."
There are a few others, some worse than
this one, but why repeat them?
The reader cannot help wondering whether Mr. Hunter was consciously, or subconsciously, writing ·this book with Hollywood in mind. It ·is a good (nat great)
book and could be adapted - with some
technical advice as to Jaw and procedure to a good (not great) motion picture.
]ACK HILLER

ADVISE AND CONSENT
By Allen Drury (Doubleday, $5.7 5)
This novel is a novcl novel. If it has a
prototype other than in a vague and general
fashion, it has not been my good fortune
to come across it. The book is dedicated
"•t o the distinguished and able gentlemen
without whose existence, example and ec-
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centricities this book could have been
neither conceived nor written: The Senate
of the United States." The story hinges
on the determination of the President of
the .United States to push through Congress
his choice for Secretary of State, r~ardless
of the appointee's •background of uncertain
loyalty to his ~ountry.
An able young
senator spearheads sufficient opposition to
make the outcome dubious. In a frantic
effort to achieve his aim, the President instigates a search of the senator's past life.
A long-ago emotional aberration is fe.rreted
out and ballooned to the necessary scandalous proportions, and the senator commits
suicide. The plot continues to a satisfactory conclusion.
Mr. Drury's familiarity with his subject,
his creative imagination, accuracy of eye
and ear, sense of humor and of style, combine to make this long book delightful to
read.
Locale, situations, conversations,
characters, give the impression of authenticity; indeed, several of the characters are
portrayals of real persons.
The author
bares the varying kinds and degrees of
pressure brought to bear on national political figures. The reaction of the characters to this pressure under given situations
represents admirable motivation for a complex, vet unified, plot.
This work is of sturdy fabric, interesting
design , and permanent colors. It wi.Jl wea•
well.

LOVE AND DEATH
By Vardis Fisher (Doubleday, $3.95)
Vardis Fisher is sixty-four years old, has
spent most of his life in rugged Idaho, and
has published twenty-four novels.
Of
these novels five are historical, dealing with
fur trading, silver mining, the Mormon trek,
the Donner tragedy, and the Lewis and
Clark expedition. These novels have been
well-received by critics and readers. (Sometimes, of course, these two group~> - critics
and readers - are the same, but not often.)
Eleven novels, soon to beo followed by a
concluding twelfth, form the Testament of
Man series, an indictment of superstition
and of the exploitive side of Christianity,
and a lengthy plea for reason rand .for natural honesty. In this series Fisher aims a
bright light at the shadows surrounding
a number of ancient even·ts and people,
but he also antagonizes many readers
through his constant one-sidedness.
This leaves eight novels w.hich form a
·loose> group of Idaho novels. Written in
the 1920s and 1930s, .these novels have
generally been forgotten although they are
probably -Fisher's finest writing. One of
the.se novels, Dark Bridwell (published in
a paperback edition as The Wild Ones)
comes closer than any other American novel

to being genuine tragedy ~n the old Greek
sense.
Most of the short stories in Love and
Death concern the part of Idaho known
as the Antelope country and date from the
1930s. They are, therefore-, in the style
and quality of the third group of novels.
This is good, because Fisher was at his best
when he was hungry during the early part
of his long writing can'ICr. He understood
the violence, the barrenness, the struggle,
the honesty and cruelty of the land and
people in his region. And he understood
the dangers as well as the advantages
brought 'in by modern society.
1'he emphasis in these stories is on character, usually on a psychological problem
of some kind which has been causec;l by
isolation, by cruelty of men who have been
affected by isolation, or by the society which
should remove isolation but only introduces
a differe.nt and worse· kind. The stories
do not end on a plot twist, as do many
current short .fictions; they end, rather, on
a quiet, tense, strong emotional impact.
There is also scathing criticism of the
foolishness and false.n ess of society, a society
which prett>nds to be Christian but is not.
This is the feeling which became so strong
in Fisher that it culminated in the twelve
volumc.s of the Testament series. Whereas
the Testament becomes argumentative, thus
negating much of the poetry and characterization, the short stories focus on the .
pc.ople and the events and leave the argument to the reade1·. This is the better
method.
Although six of the nineteen stories in
this volume arc extracted sections from
novels, this does little more than prove that
Fisher was too busy writing novels to
turn out very many shorter stories. The
selections are good. A grim humor forms
tho base of many of them, and, in a sense,
they all rise above the litera.J level and become allegory or myth. There is a loose
technical division: the storirs in monologue tend to be tragic and poetic, while
the stories in dialogue lend themselves more
readily to humor.
Each reade·r will want to choose his
own favorites from this ·col·lection. Mine
are "Fellowship," in which a wasted old
man dies in an abandoned mine shaft with
a dying goat for companionship; "Laughter," in which a funeral service erupts ~nto
the laughter which at once levels and
unites a11 men; and "The Mother," a
powerful and terrible story of a mother deprived of her motherhood. Add one more,
"Charivari," and have in a few pages the
story of man: life, Jove, and dwth.
Beneath · Fisher's sometimes cynicism is
a Jove for man and an insight into his condition matched by few younger writers.
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A Minority Report
A Big Year for Nixon and Others
-------------8 y
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Once again the political hosts are gathering.
They are all gathering for the cutting of the presidential pie.
The trouble is: there is so much pie and yet it cannot be distributed. '.Ye all know, and the a8pirants all
know, there are too many eaters for one pie. They
all know the pie goes to only one. The presidential
election is conducted on the basis of winner take all.
In the metaphor of other worlds, this is Russian
roulette.
Why do they bother about the entire business? Why
are the presidential aspirants drawn to the gathering?
Why do they aspire to win when the victor is really
the loser? The loser goes back to his vocation, to his
life, to his wife and family The victor takes up the
business of the nation, is now captured by the whims
of his constituents, enters into the lives of all American
citizens, and gives up a substantial part of his life as he
had originally intended it. Every one of the "runners"
knows all about this. Yet they all run madly. But why?
Is it because of money? If all the effort spent in
campaigning were exerted in some business enterprise,
the aspirants could possibly become millionaires. Kennedy and Symington hardly need money.
Is it because of prestige? Certainly there is prestige
in being America's number one citizen, even the world's
first man. Do these people really want prestige that
badly? Are they so much the egocentrics?
Is it because they feel the people want them? Are
they answering the wishes of the American people?
This seems silly, does it not? Most of us, however,
think we are just what the people ordered. It is easy
for most of us to conceive of ourselves on occasion as
the second Messiah. In fact, we often arrive at this
conclusion without much argument.
Perhaps it is not for us to reason why. This much
we know: we are hearing the marches of several bri·
gades, some light, some heavy.
As we look toward June, the month of love for the
unsuspecting and the month of political warfare for the
realists, we are wondering: who is leading the heavy
brigade?
As this column sees it, the Republicans must go with
Nixon. If the Republican delegate convention rejects
the Vice-President, the leaders of_ the G.O.P. will have a

26

H 0 F F M A N Nl-------

lot of explaining to do. They will have to deal with
this elementary question: Why all the build-up of
the last few years? Was Ike really ill?
The build-up he has gotten. There is no question
about that. Ike, the Republicans, or someone in the
Rtpublican party - perhaps Nixon himself - has
given Nixon the opportunities "to run the presidentiill
race way ahead of time." He has been front-runner
for the Republicans in California, in Washington,
south of the border, in Russia, on land and on sea,
certainly in the air, and even in kitchens.
1\Iany Democrats will argue that no one is keeping
the store anymore. The while Number One is playing
golf or curing a cold in the Southwest, number two is
talking, just talking all over the world. The closest
we have to a proprietor in 'Vashington is Lyndon Johnson from the great and sovereign state of Texas. Many
Democrats do not buy the goods he is selling.
Lyndon Johnsen notwithstanding and the Democrats
to the con tray, Richard Nixon is a formidable candidate. No matter the Democratic candidate, Nixon
could ea~ily become the next president of the United
States.
The Vice-President has many things in his favor. He
is young, dynamic, and takes hold of life in affirmative·
fashion. Like most politicians, including the Democratic variety, he is able to talk pleasantly, graciously,
and with conviction about a lot of nonsense. He has
been able to express articulately the All-American, Jack
Armstrong, the Rev. Richards image of American life
even though he seldom moved from the football bench
at a small California college. And he can campaign any
day and anywhere.
His greatest asset, either as a campaigner or as president, is his opportunism. Dick Nixon has the faculty,
fortunate or unfortunate, of turning most events to his
advantage. He has to do this to keep his personal
popularity at a high temperature. At the same time,
this kind of manipulation could easily contrive to turn
the events of life to the advantage of the country.
Nixon will be the Republican candidate for the
presidency of the United States and possibly the next
president of the United States.
I would wager against this with a great deal of reluctance.
THE
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Sights and Sounds

The Forgotten Code
B y
How many readers of the C1·esset have seen and read
the production code voluntarily adopted by the !\·l otion
Picture Association of America, Inc.? The section titled
"General Principles" embodies three separate and distinct rules of conduct:
I. "No picture shall be produced which will lower
the moral standards of those who see it. Hence the
sympathy of the audience shall never be thrown to the
side of crime, wrongdoing, evil, or sin.
2. "Correct standards of life, subject only to the requirements of drama and entertainment, shall be presented.
3. "Law - divine, natural, or human - shall not be
ridiculed; nor shall sympathy be created for its violation."
Consider these paragraphs carefully, and then ask
younelf how many of the films you have recently seen
violate one or all of the principles enunciated. I am
sure that your reply will be, "All too many." I know
that at no time in years of movie-going have I been so
disturbed or alarmed at the ever-increasing deterioration of moral, social, and ethical values evident in many
productions. It seems to me that the time has come
when every responsible citizen must speak out against
this deplorable trend. And, please, let no one drag out
the old, overworked defense that this is "adult" entertainment, or the equally overworked plea that every
art form must be free from crippling censorship. Plays
can be "adult" without being prurient, and freedom
for the art form should not be confused with license
and abuse.
A Summer Place (Warners, Delmar Daves), adapted
from a novel by Sloan Wilson, is an excellent example
of a film which violates all the provisions of the Production Code. It seems to me that there can be no
possible excuse for, or defense of, the production or
the release of a film which so flagrantly flouts the moral,
' religious, and social values which we as a nation profess
not only to cherish but to practice and uphold in our
way of life.
Career (Paramount, Joseph Anthony) is only a shade
less obnoxious than A Summer Place. Adapted from a
1957 off-Broadway hit play, Career purports to tell the
story of a young actor's ugly, dog-eat-dog struggle to
get a toe hold in the theater. The play lacks depth
and conviction; the acting leaves much to be desired.
They Came to Cordura, Glendon Swarthout's absorbing study of courage and heroism, was on the nation's
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best-seller list for many months. Although the film
version - They Came to C01·dura (Columbia, Robert
Rossen) - fails to fully capture the suspense and the
intensity of the novel, it does have moments of genuine
drama and pathos.
The most distinguished film on my list is Sol Hurok's
magnificent staging of Giacomo Puccini's Tusca. Performed with superb artistry by world-famous singers,
produced in CinemaScope and Eastman Color on the
actual location of the story in the Castle of St. Angelo
on the banks of the Tiber, supported by a fine orchestra
under the expert direction of Carmine Gallone, Tosca
is well worth seeing and will undoubtedly be warmly
applauded by opera devotees.
An appealing story, good acting, and the awe-inspiring grandeur of the Swiss Alps are the outstanding
features of Thi1·d Man on the Mountain (Buena Vista,
Ken Annakin).
The Wreck of the Mary Dearc (lVI-G-1\I, Michael
Anderson) presents exciting adventure on the high
seas with moderate success.
Odds Against Tomorrow (United Artists, Robert
Wise) and Libel (M-G-l\I. Anthony Asquith) are reasonably good entertainment for those who enjoy mystery
thrillers.
In his first screen appearance in six years Paul Muni
is impressive as the aging, idealistic physician who dedicates his life to the service of the impoverished residents of a slum area. As a vehicle, The Last Ang1y Man
(Columbia, Daniel Mann), based on the novel by
Gerald Green, does not measure up to Mr. Muni's
fi11:e performance. The machinations of the fictional
TV producer, portrayed by David V\' ayne, take on significance at a time when the eyes of the nation are
directed toward the widely publicized TV quiz and
disc jockey scandals. We can only hope that recent
disclosures within the industry will bring about genuine
and far-reaching reforms.
As the season advances, there is ample evidence that
many TV producers are eager to bring fine programs
to the networks. One must warmly applaud such outstanding presentations as A Doll's House (NBC); I, Don
Quixote (CBS); The Jf'iclled Scheme of j ebel Deeks
(NBC); Beethoven's Fidelia (NBC); The Population
Explosion (CBS); Our Town (NBC); Our American
Heritage (NBC); and a second memorable hour with
Leonard Bernstein and the Philharmonic-Symphony
Orchestra of New York.

27

The

Pilgrim
~'All

the trumpets sounded for him on the other side"
-PILGRIM's PROGRESS

--------------------------I
lights and Shadows
Lights and shadows across the years ... The opening
~cene of "Hamlet" read by a group before an open fire
m the Commons room . . . August moonlight on the
white steps of the Widener Library in Harvard Yard
. . . The "Hallelujah Chorus" pouring into the room
from the sky on the night before Christmas ... Dr. F.
Pieper reading a paper "The Open Heaven" at River
Forest in 1929 as though he were already there . . .
Kf:ats' "nightingale" with November rain beating
aga ·nst a dormitory windov,· . . . The "Valse Triste"
wailing from a farm house in Ohio on a snowy afternoon in December . . . Francis Thompson's "Hound
of Heaven" . . . Convention of the Church opening
with "Come, Holy Ghost, God and Lord" . . . Dusk
in western Wyoming, a symphony in purple and grey
. . . David Morton's "Nocturnes and Autumnals" . . .
Bach in Trinity, New York, at noon, with the noises
of Wall Street fading before the reality of the "Toccata
in C" . . . Children of the twentieth century singing
"Abide with Me" at vespers as a storm approaches ...
Pater's "Marius the Epicurean" . . . The impact of
Beethoven's "Ninth" at first hearing ... The deathbed
of a tired soul somewhere in Central Illinois . . . The
skyline of New York at dawn ... The carillonneur in
the Peace tower at Ottawa, Canada, playing the hymns
of the Kingdom that never ends in one of the nerve
oenters of the Empire on which the sun never sets ...
Lenten services in Trinity Church, Springfield, on
quiet evenings in spring . . . Everything written by
Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch . . . Ditto Ralph Adams
Cram . . . The wind through the pines in the Sierras
crying over ancient sorrows . . . Lizette Woodworth
Reese's "Little Henrietta," death distilled into pure
poetry . . . The sharp consciousness of recurring Palm
Sundays, when thousands of boys and girls, clean and
true, make vows which life and time will too often
drag into the mud of the world's shame ... The lights
of San Francisco from the bay . . . The sacerdotal
prayer of our Lord, the final summary of all life and
all history . . .
Spengler's Der Untergang des Abendlandcs . . . The
Choir at Bethlehem Church, Baltimore, Maryland,
who know how to lift a tired preacher ... G'ood choirs
should sing before the sermon . . . Bad choirs should
not sing at all ... Tschaikowsky's "1812 Overture" performed as it was written - cannons and everything .
The campus at John Hopkins on white nights in
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January- a symbol of a lost peace ... Kreisler playing
"Londonderry Air" near midnight before a standing
audience begging for more ... Dr. F. Pieper's lectures
on the vicarious atonement, one of the few times we
caught the supreme and irresistible power of a surrenden:d heart . . . The Lynds' Middletowll , perhaps the
most dcva~tating examination of our world as it stumbles
through its daily routine . . . Heywood Broun's piece
on Sacco and Vanzetti in: his book It Seems to Me ...
Ditto Edna St. Vincent l\I illay's sonnets on the same
subject . . . Rechlin 's improvisation on "Jerusalem,
Thou City Fair and High," opening the gates of pearl
for a moment . . . Ecclesiastes 12 - not only for its
meaning but as the most majestic example of the noble
rhythm of English pmse ... The first twelve measures
of Gershwin's "Rhapsody in Blue," the last epitome of
our troubled years . . . Elinor Wylie's "Angels and
Earthly Creatures" - next to Housman's "A Shropshire
Lad" the best classic poetry we have produced ... The
storm scene in King Lear ... The Little Chmnicle of
Magdalena Bach , an almost perfect evocation of a perfect love . . . The end of autumn days from a raindashed window - the mood of yellowing leaves and
faded summer . . . The University of Chicago Chapel
undu a November moon ... Gladys Swarthout singing
Brahms' "Lullaby" in memory of Schumann-Heink ...
'"'e miss her "Stille Nacht" coming over the ether on
Christmas Eve ... The rouged lady with pearls about
her throat taking part in the Mass in B Min01·- almost
blasphemy . . . To have the music of Bach, fully and
completely, you must have the faith of Bach ... The interior of the University of Chicago Chapel - a most
shocking example of the falling between the stools of
the academic and the ecclesiastic ... De Quincey's essay
"On the Knocking at the Gate in Macbeth" - second
only to Ecclesiastes 12 for sheer beauty of prose . . .
Gershwin 's "Song of the Flame" . . . Isaiah 53 - the
greatest prelude in the history of man - the backward
shadow of the Cross ...
The blasted beauty of the Calumet region between
South Chicago and Gary - the quiet stars of God over
the restless flames of man . . . Partington's Main Currents in American Thought - still far and away the
best account of America's coming of age - how we
came to be what we are . . . West Madison Street in
Chicago - a wilderness made into a civilization and
civilization making it a new and darker type of wilderness.

